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Praise for 


“It requires exceptional courage to read Die Nigger Die!, but 
failure to read this book is the kind of cowardice that can de- 
stroy America.” —Claude Brown 

“A most important thing is that the major Black spokesmen 
are beginning to write their own stories, to speak for them- 
selves. It will be more difficult to misrepresent what they be- 
lieve, and this alone is a valuable contribution to understand- 
ing these turbulent times, especially when they are as clear 
and as forceful as H. Rap Brown. The book should be read 
carefully. There is a lot in it to understand.” 

—Charles Hamilton, Book Week 

“There is no denying H. Rap Brown’s force and intensity and 
rage, and there is no understanding the attitude of men like 
him without hearing their arguments.” —Edwin Newman, NBC 

“This political autobiography is the word power of the Black 
revolution .. .Whatever your opinion of H. R. Brown, don’t 
smile and forget him; he doesn’t plan to be forgotten.” 

—Dale Strong, Daily News Journal 
Murfreesboro, Tennessee 

“A bold self-portrait of a bold young man.” —Playboy 

“H. Rap Brown’s ‘Die Nigger Die!’ is a powerful autobio- 
graphical and revolutionary statement. ..It has integrity as a 
book and is written with precision and a poetic flow of lan- 
guage.” —Gilbert Osofsky, Chicago News 


Photo by Scott j 


DIE NIGGER DIE! 

by H. RAP BROWN 


THE DIAL PRESS, INC. 
NEW YORK, 1969 


The lines from “Dream Deferred” by Langston Hughes, copyright 
1951 by Langston Hughes, are reprinted from The Panther and 
the Lash by permission of Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. 

“Conquest” by Georgia Douglas Johnson is reprinted by permis- 
sion of Henry Lincoln Johnson. Published in American Negro 
Poetry edited by Arna Bontemps, Hill and Wang, Inc. 

The poem on page 11 is reprinted with the kind permission of the 
author, Don II. Lee. 

Photographic material used in collages, on endpapers and on 
pages 5, 6, 49, 50, 71, 122, 126 and 127 courtesy of Wide World 
Photos, Inc. 


To 

all of those who have died 
resisting america’s white death 
and to 
Murphy Bell 
William Kunstler 
Howard Moore 


Copyright © 1969 by Lynne Brown 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced 
in any form or by any means without the prior written permission 
of the Publisher, excepting brief quotes used in connection with 
reviews written specifically for inclusion in a magazine or news- 
paper. 

Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 77-76969 
Printed in the United States of America 
Fourth Printing 

Design by Thomas Clemens 



Introduction 

II deism systematically verifies itself when the slave can only 
break free hy imitating the master: by contradicting his own 
reality. * 

When a Black man looks at Black people with a Black 
mind and Black soul, it is immediately apparent that Black 
people possess certain unique characteristics which not only 
distinguish them from whites and negroes, but which have 
greatly contributed to the survival of Blacks. Whites recog- 
nize this and have always attempted to eradicate these 
characteristics or discredit them. In instances where they 
I lave succeeded, negroes have been created. 

Negroes have always been close allies of whites in trying 
to eliminate Black resistance to undesirable acculturation. 
Negroes see poor and uninstitutionalized Blacks as niggers. 
They find it necessary to prove to whites that they are not 
niggers, failing to realize that whites see all Black people as 
niggers, no matter how rich or how poor. 

Some Blacks prefer to be called negroes because they like 
to distinguish themselves from other Blacks. They fear that 
if they called themselves Blacks, they might antagonize 
whites. And if they antagonized whites, they would lose 

° This quote was taken from an article written by John O’Neal entitled 
"Motion in the Ocean,” in Black Theater, Drama Review, Vol. 12, No. 4. 


whites by eliminating Blackness Negroes knot that'TT 
prefer institutionalized Blacks i e Rl,v.[ i * “ tes 
allegiance to white cultural giVe their 

institutions. Non-institutionalized BlacksTre dfflc .IT"’* 

trol, because their allegiance is to Riant a U * t0 C ° n " 

i^ir children 

may^ thereby become S' ““ “* 

negrr^id” logger n '°TOa d ,° rSed *“ *“ ’ 

■What 5 ' The COnVersalIon in america hfs dw^bem 

What are we lo do abou , niggers? / S n b “"' 

What are we going to do about them white folks?” V, 
always said, "Niggers holding „ s back" “itrs ain ,Ttl” 
Don t go around acting a nigger!” § shlt! 

Negroes say: 

Nobody but niggers curse and use “poor English ” 

Nobody but niggers steal. 

Nobody but niggers are always loud 
Nobody but niggers listen to the blues. 

Nobody but niggers burn and loot. 

Nobody but niggers eat watermelon. 

I don’t call you nigger ’cause you’re mine 
1 call you nigger ’cause you shine. 

^^^t^'P-^titu. 

being unable to recognize who “ the h , u negr °' 

an en e of Blacks. Negroes prefer "living” 

To be Black in this country is to be a nigger. To be a nigger 


' e f St both white and negro death. It is to be free in 

"'-miiigMta the Black negr ° ^ a " Krta *’ becomes 
to hear the words, "nagger “ 
an expression of kinship and brotherhood and 
Niect for having resisted), or “He^s a bad niggerl“me ” 

' k ' . ' “P for himself. He won’t let you down He’ll 

ii-cver, ,t takes on the negativeness of w^ite and^Jo 

I . Negroes and whites have wished death to all Blacks, to all 
Kg ■ Their sentiment is “Die Nigger Die!”— either bv 
b"|™..mg a negro or by institutionalized or active gen^ide 
' acks know, however, that no matter how much or how 
• < ncgioes and whites may try, ultimately it will be the 
"< gio and his allies who will “Dye, die, die!” 

America calling. 

negroes. 

can you dance? 

play foot/baseball? 

nanny? 

cook? 

needed now. negroes 
who can entertain 
ONLY, 
others not 
wanted. 

(& are considered extremely dangerous. ) 

Don L. Lee 


My first contact with white america 
was marked by her violence, for when 
a white doctor pulled me from be- 
tween my mother’s legs and slapped 
my wet ass, I, as every other negro in 
america, reacted to this man-inflicted 
pain with a cry. A cry that america 
has never allowed to cease; a cry that 
gets louder and more intense with 
age; a cry that can only be heard and 
understood by others who live behind 
the color curtain. A cry? Or was it a 
scream? Whatever it was, we accepted 
it. 

I had been born in “america, the land of the free.” To 
insure my country’s freedom, my father was somewhere fight- 
ing, for this was a year of the second war to end all wars — 
World War II. This was October 4, 1943, and victory was in 
I lie air. The world would now be safe for democracy. 

But who would insure my freedom? Who would make 
democracy safe for Black people? America recognized long 
ago what negroes now examine in disbelief: every Black 
birth in america is political. With each new birth comes a 
potential challenge to the existing order. Each new genera- 
tion brings forth untested militancy. America’s ruling class 
now experiences what Herod must have at the birth of 
“Christ”: “Go and search . . . and when ye have found him, 
bring me word again, that I may come and worship him also.” 
America doesn’t know which Black birth is going to be the 
birth that will overthrow this country. 

The threat to america, however, does not exist in negro 
america, but rather as a result of negro america. If one 
examines the structure of this country closely he will note 
that there are three basic categories : they are white america, 
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negro america, and Black america. The threat to the existing 
structure comes from Black america, which exists in contra- 
diction to both white and negro america. It is the evolution 
of these contradictions that has given rise to the present 
revolutionary conditions. Revolution is indeed inevitable, 
and, as the cycle of change closes around america’s racist 
environment, the issue of color becomes more pertinent. 

Color is the first thing Black people in america become 
aware of. You are born into a world that has given color 
meaning and color becomes the single most determining 
factor of your existence. Color determines where you live, 
how you live and, under certain circumstances, if you will 
live. Color determines your friends, your education, your 
mother’s and father’s jobs, where you play, what you play 
and, more importantly, what you think of yourself. 

In and of itself, color has no meaning. But the white world 
has given it meaning — political, social, economic, historical, 
physiological and philosophical. Once color has been given 
meaning, an order is thereby established. If you are bom 
Black in america, you are the last of that order. As kids we 
learned the formula for the structure of american society: 

If you’re white, 

You’re all right. 

If you’re brown, 

Stick around. 

But if you’re black, 

Get back, get back. 

Because of the importance assigned to color, negroes choose 
only to legitimatize two americas: white and negro. When 
one examines the way in which these two americas are struc- 
tured, it is obvious that the similarities between them are 
greater than the differences. The differences exist only in the 


• xtmiul control of each and their internal order, which, in 
timi, create value contradictions. In other words, whites 

• initio! both white america and negro america for the bene- 
lil dl whites. And because of this kind of external control by 
■v lutes in their own self-interest, negroes who structure their 
i uiiimunities after those of whites are forced to enforce 
' dues of whites. They attempt to explain away their lack of 
Minimi by saying that they are just members of the larger 

• ommunity of “americans.” 

A monologue is perpetually expounded by white america 
\\ liich is echoed by negroes afflicted with white patriotism. 

irliitc america: 

Think white or I’ll kill you. 

And if you think too white, I’ll kill you. 
iie/'iv america: 

Think white or I’ll kill you. 

And if you think too white “the man” will kill you. 

So think colored. 

I mitate the white man, 

but not to perfection in front of him. 

As Julian Moreau says in his novel, Black Commandos: 

Attitudes necessary for survival were vigorously pounded 
into the wooly heads of black boys and girls by their 
loving mothers. The boys were reared to be Negroes, 
not men. A Negro might survive a while, but a black 
“man” didn’t live very long. ... A black boy aiming to 
reach “manhood” rather than “Negro-hood” rarely lived 
that long. 

For 400 years the internal contradictions and inconsisten- 
cies of white america have been dealt with through its insti- 
tutions. In regard to race or color, these contradictions have 
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er things happen with 

y tier, clearer skin! 


always been on a national, never a local or individual level. 
Whites as individuals have always loved to be thought of as 
superior. They have always known that if they could justify 
and make their actions legal, either through their religion, 
their courts or their history (educational system), then it 
would be unnecessary to actually rectify them because the 
negro would accept their interpretation. White ameiicas 
most difficult problem thus becomes how to justify and not 
rectify national inconsistencies. If white nationalism is dis- 
guised as history or religion, then it is irrefutable. White 
nationalism divides history into two parts, b.c. and a.d.— 
before the white man’s religion and after it. And “progress,” 
of course, is considered to have taken place only after the 
white man’s religion came into being. The implication is 
evident: God is on the white mans side, foi white Jesus was 
the “son” of God. 

White america has used religion and history to its advan- 
tage. Thus, the North never really differed from the South 
for they both taught the same history. Catholics never dif- 
fered from other religions for they taught from the same text. 
Republicans are no different from Democrats, as Democrats 
are no different from Dixiecrats. As for liberals, Fanon says 
they are “as much the enemy of oppressed people and Free- 
dom as the self-avowed enemy, because it is impossible to be 
both a member of the oppressor class and a friend of the 
oppressed.’ So we can see that for white ameiica the only 
real contradictions are those that arise from the Thirteenth, 
Fourteenth and Fifteenth Amendments of her Constitution. 
These contradictions give rise to negro america. 

Most Black persons of my time were born into negro 
america. The first thing you learn is that you are different 
from whites. The next thing you learn is that you are different 
from each other. You are born into a world of double 
standards where color is of paramount importance. In your 
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community a color pattern exists which is closely akin to the 
white man’s, and likewise reinforced from both ends of the 
spectrum. Light-skinned negroes believe they are superior 
and darker negroes allow them to operate on that belief, 
because of the wide color range which exists in negro 

erica, an internal color colony has been created. Dark 

negroes are taught that they are inferior not only to whites 
bill to lighter-skinned negroes. And lighter-skinned negroes 
assume a superior attitude. 

Negro america is set up the same as white america. The 
lighter skinned a negro, the more significant a role he can 
play. (It has always been the one who looked white who 
made it in negro america. This was the man with the position, 
• he influence, this was the man who usually got the white 
man’s best job.) In between light negro america and Black 
negro america (in terms of color), there is a special category 
nl people, who are assigned the name of red niggers. These 
arc (lie people who are light enough to go into light negro 
america, but do not have Caucasian characteristics. They 
don t have straight hair or white features. So they can go 
cither way, depending on them. They can operate in Black 
negro america or at the outer fringes of light negro america. 
Knee prejudice in america becomes color prejudice in negro 

That which is cultural prejudice by whites against 

Blacks becomes class prejudice in negro america. To distin- 
guish themselves, negroes assign class distinctions. Here we 
111 i< I the instituting and substituting of parallel values. Ne- 
groes assume that what is good for white america is good 
lor negro america. 

Negroes are always confined to what can be called the 
■ hit regiment.” I first became acquainted with the shit 
icgiment in the cub scouts. In every parade, we always 
ma i elied behind the horses, which meant that we always 
had to march in horseshit. All the way through life there are 


shit regiments in the negro community and negroes adhere 
to them. As a matter of fact, negroes will protect these regi- 
ments. The debate was never whether or not we had to 
march, but whether or not the whites were going to put 
machines down there to wash the horseshit away before we 
marched in it. There was never any discussion as to whether 
or not we should march behind the horses. Uh-uh. Every- 
body accepted that. They just wanted the horseshit washed 
out of the way before we came through. White america’s 
largest shit regiment is negro america. 

Given that negroes are a colonized people, the most impor- 
tant phase of colonization is the sub-cultural phase. In negro 
america, negroes relate only to negroes of the same educa- 
tional background. Dr. So-and-So talks only to Dr. So-and-So 
and the brother on the block better not act like he thinks 
he can go up to Dr. So-and-So and talk to him man-to-man. 
To Dr. So-and-So, the brother on the block is nothing but a 
nigger who’s holding the race back. Dr. So-and-So goes to 
the Episcopal Church, the Presbyterian or the Catholic 
Church. The brother on the block goes to the Baptist Church, 
the Holy Rollers or the Sanctified Church. And the Method- 
ist Church is in between the two. It ain’t as niggerish as the 
Baptist Church, but it’s not as high class as the Episcopal 
Church. As negroes become more “white-educated,” the 
transition in religion begins. All of a sudden, it’s beneath 
them to go to church and shout and get happy. That’s not 
dignified. As they get more “educated,” their religion gets 
more like the white man’s religion as if their heaven will be 
segregated too. “Education” even extends down to the nam- 
ing of the children. The more “educated” the negro becomes, 
the more European names he picks for his children. Michele, 
Simone, Hubert, Whitney. All of a sudden, Sam and Bertha 
Lee ain’t good enough anymore. In other words, values are 


■i'. signed to names. Names must now be more than func- 
lioiiul. 

1 lie poor negro doesn’t aspire to be white, he just wants to 

• mike it into negro america. So he works hard all his life and 
1,1 111 1 ly ,en ts a little house and puts some furniture in it which 
l "' keeps covered with plastic so it won’t get dirty. And he 
! ' Is mad if anybody sits on it, because he’s trying to imitate 

• " Kin america. Once he gets into negro america, he learns 
"! s() -called middle-class values, white values. Then he wants 
1,1 get into white america. 

When he tries to enter white america, he is rejected. The 
iloni .s are shut. Even if he has a big job in some white firm, 

1 1 lie's one of those “only” negroes, he still finds out that he’s 
Mlack when it’s quitting time. The white workers go their 
ns ay and leave him to go his. They’re nice and friendly on the 
i" 1, and all buddy-buddy, but that doesn’t go outside the 
"Hire. They don’t want their friends thinking that they’re 
"igger lovers. So this sets up a reaction in the negro. He gets 
I msl rated and tries to live a contradiction and that’s why 
" I'en the rebellions start, he’s all for them. He doesn’t have 
i lie courage to admit it to the white man. When the white 
I "Iks he works with ask him what he thinks about “the riot,” 
he says it’s hurting the cause and all sorts of bull like that. 
Mnl (hat night after work, he breaks records getting home to 
\\ al< L it on t.v., cheering like a muthafucka the whole time, 
l ake the Washington, D.C, rebellion, for instance. They 
at rested something like 3,000 people and when they booked 
cm, they found out that the great majority of them worked 
l"i the government. Had jobs, making money, still these were 
Hie dudes who were out in the street. In Detroit it was the 
ime thing. It wasnt only the unemployed brother. It was 
Hie one who was bringing home $110 every Friday. It was 
i lie one who had a Thunderbird, and some clean vines. He 
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was the one who had tried to enter white america and had 
found that no matter what he did, he was still a nigger to 
the white man. 

Those Black people who remain in the Black community, 
however, remain a viable force. They don’t have the frustra- 
tions that exist in negro america. In Black america the bonds 
are tighter. The fight is for freedom, not whiteness. 

Negroes have always been treated like wild, caged animals 
by the white man, and have always felt the passions of caged 
animals ( because they were living in cages ) , but they would 
always act civilized with whites, that is, what white people 
told them was civilized. But inside this “civilized” negro was 
an undying hate. This hate, however, could only be released 
in negro america. If it was ever released in white america, it 
would prove to white people that negroes were savages. That 
hate became a self-hate. So to preserve their sanity, their 
humanity and their white civilization, negroes had to hate 
themselves. And when they hated, they distinguished be- 
tween those who were most like white people and those who 
were Black. And they hated Black people and poor negroes. 
(Poor negroes are those Black people with the values of 
negro america, but not the means. ) 

It is clear that the revolution will not come from negro 
america but from Black america, and Black america is grow- 
ing. Black america is important because it is here that you 
will find the self-imposed exiles from both white and negro 
america. Black america has always offered Blacks human 
freedoms- — -a humanism uncommon to white and negro amer- 
ica. Some enter Black america because negro america rejects 
darker-skinned negroes, and, of course, if a person is rejected 
by negro america, he is automatically rejected by white 
america. Other people enter Black america because of some 
experience they had in their childhood. Still others, because 
of something they may have read that was written by some- 


10 


in in Black america. Black america has existed ever since 
ii first slave despised the injustice that was done to him 
ml did not seek to accommodate himself to that injustice. 
Inis, I here have always been people who could articulate 
ir .r injustices and could discuss what the response to these 
• Just ices should be. It is self-evident that people always 
I n l against oppression and there has been one continuous 
hellion in Black america since the first slave got here. 
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I was born into a family of dark- 
skinned negroes, but I’m what many 
consider a red nigger. My mother, my 
father, my brother Ed and my sister 
are all darker than I am. Because I 
was lighter, it meant that I was sup- 
posed to get ahead. So my mother 
gave me what I would call preferen- 
tial treatment. Because of this there 
was a lot of rivalry between my 
brother Ed and myself. He and I 
weren’t “tight” when we were young. 
He thought that our mother treated 
me better than she did him. In negro 

• tun icu the more you look like buttermilk, the prettier you’re 
••opposed to be. This is color prejudice. I don’t think that my 

• Mol her was conscious of all this, but it happened a lot of 
limes. So Ed and I used to have a lot of conflicts. I didn’t 

■ .ml it that way. Ed was my older brother and I looked up 

• •I I ii m. But he didn’t want me hanging around him. 

Ed and I are very close now and that color thing doesn’t 

■ Miie between us anymore. But it’s a thing which could 

• • 1 1 1 v damage the Black community if people don’t begin to 
understand it. There are nationalist groups that won’t accept 
hrlil complexioned Blacks. What they’re doing is helping the 
■ I ill e man, because they’re creating the potential for a 

divisive fight inside the Black community. And it’s totally 
unnecessary and damaging. The government is doing enough 
i" Iry and divide the Black community. We shouldn’t be 
in Iping them. We must learn that Black is not a color but 
i In way you think. 

1 1 we are to succeed in the struggle we must eliminate the 
ii'iiilicance that we have assigned to color in our community. 

I lie range of Black runs from the brother who is Black 
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enough to poot smoke, to the blood who is pale with the 
rape of Mothers. Among Black people color can have no 
value, no significance. Commitment will determine the value 
of individuals. If I had identified with the attitudes of white 
minded negroes and then come home to my dark-skinned 
brother and family, I wouldn’t have been able to accept 
them. But that wasn’t a problem for me, because I knew who 
I wanted to identify with. It was the bloods in my neigh 
borhood, the guys who hung out down on the corner. The 
Black community, in other words. I always hung out with 
cats who had made hanging out a profession. I found that it 
took special skills to hang out 14 hours just laying and 
playing. 

My first institutionalized schooling came in an orphanage 
— Blundon Orphanage Home. It was operated by white mis- 
sionaries whose role was similar to that of whites in Africa. 
Civilize the savage through Christianity. Savages in this 
case being Black kids from families too poor to support them. 
The school had the look of a huge plantation with two big 
shabby old buildings located near the bottom of the hill and 
a relatively well-kept building at the top. The grounds 
around the building at the top of the hill were also well-kepi 
with trees and shrubs and Keep-Off signs. More attention, in 
fact, was paid to the grounds on the “hill” than was paid to 
the two buildings in the “Bottom.” Each of the “Big Houses, 
as they were called, had classrooms on the bottom floors and 
living quarters above. All of the teachers and students in the 
school were Black. The Black residents were of all ages and 
basically responsible for each other. The older children at- 
tended to the needs of the smaller children. Children of all 
ages were expected to work and were assigned jobs. 

This was my first real contact with a world bigger and 
badder than that of my street. You had to excel in either 
fighting, running or tomming; I integrated the three. In this 


"“ild. I lie heroes were bloods who will never be remembered 
elude our Black community. Cats like Pie-man, Ig, Yank, 
mokey, Hawk, Lil Nel — all bad muthafuckas. Young bloods 
"iiled to be like these brothers. They were the men in our 
•i ■ 1 1 1 ii m i ty. They had all the women and had made their 
u In I lie top through sports and knowing the streets. So to 
“ llie most important thing was to excel in athletics. Recess 
i die most essential part of the school day, for we could 
i<< u I ice our skills. One play could make or break you. We 
dl lived for the big play. For many it never came. 

i >uee I’d established my reputation, cats respected it. “You 
don't mess with Rap, cause he’s our man.” If I went out of 
"i\ neighborhood, though, it was another story. I’d be on 
.nmebody else’s turf and would have to make it or take it 
m i there. So there was always a lot of fighting and com- 
111-111 ion among the young brothers. 

II really gets bad when you get to high school. In high 
n lii m >1 there’s always rivalry between the football teams of 
du two high schools in town or something like that. But it’s 

than athletic rivalry. It may start on the football field, 

lint it's carried to the street. In Baton Rouge there was a 
ii\. dry between McKinley High and Capitol High. You’d 
dunk the students were two totally different races. People 
i ic perpetually at war. I mean they were really at war. 

• mi’s from South Baton Rouge would be expected to fight 
dudes from the Park. Dudes from the Park couldn’t come to 

"Midi Baton Rouge and vice-versa unless they were bad 
muthafuckas. And if they were caught, being bad didn’t 
in. ike no difference. 

t hat type of rivalry still exists. It’s perpetuated by the 

• i liools, by the negroes in authority who pretend they’re 
h, nulling it, but don’t. The whole fever pitch which builds 
ii 1 1 m those gangs is transferred from the people who are 
til ing “educated” to the cats who hang around the streets. 
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But when most of us rivals went on to college, then collegi 
made a kind of bond between us. The athletes who had 
scholarships and the cats who worked during the sumnin 
to get that tuition came to college and then they becaim 
allies against dudes from other cities. Like, “you my horn* 
boy, and the dude who ain’t from around here, he ain’t om 
of us.” Yeah, well that’s part of that whole primitive thing, 
and it’s very dangerous. Given the destruction by slavery <>l 
both tribe and culture, negroes created a new kind of amer 
ican tribalism. A tribalism based on the exclusion of certain 
types. A deliberate attempt to make race a secondary con 
sideration. There are tribes and tribes of negroes. The A.K.A 
tribe, Kappa tribe, Doctor tribe, Teacher tribe, Entertainn 
tribe, High School tribe, College tribe, etc. This tribalism 
has extended into what is called the “Movement.” “Militant 
tribes compete against other “militant” tribes and “moder 
ate” tribes, to promote tribal interests and not the interests 
of the race or the masses. We treat revolution as if it is an 
historic process rather than an evolutionary movement. In 
other words, we all got a monopoly on truth. Whites who con 
sider themselves allies add to this by deciding which tribe 
is “correct” and which is “incorrect.” In other words, the one 
which best fits their needs. As a result of this kind of external 
control, tribes engage in fratricide (unknowingly in mosl 
cases ) to gain the favor of the white “ally.” Tribe is placed 
above race. It is not uncommon to hear negroes say, “My 
loyalty is to my Frat., God, and my country, in that order. 

When a race of people is oppressed within a system that 
fosters the idea of competitive individualism, the political 
polarization around individual interests prevents group in- 
terests. Each negro prides himself on his ability to reason or 
think as an individual. Therefore, any gains are to the in- 
dividual and not to the group. So individuals join tribes or 
groups to further their own personal ambitions. It’s one of 


i tilings that keeps us fighting ourselves instead of the 
m\ Black people have always been ready to shoot and 
i cm 1 1 other up. The weekend is always wartime in the 
, | community. Every week when Friday rolls around, 

, n know that somebody is gon get killed before church 
H Sunday morning. But let one white man come down the 
.in H acting bad and all he got in his pocket is a toothpick, 
.11 n! them bad niggers, niggers ready to kill in a minute, 
lil, ling in the alleys or be grinning and bowing. “Yassuh, 
|, White Man.” White bleeds just as red as Black does, 

I .. 1 1 you can only prove it by hearsay. And the press has 
I 'm a job on negroes and whites, because it makes you 
dunk that Black people are killing 14 white folks a day. But 
. n |. Edgar Hoover, with his faggot ass, admits that more 
lit., k folks kill Black folks than Blacks kill whites. But 
<-i y body thinks that we’re killing white folks. Uh-uh. We’re 
nil killing off each other. Even a lot of these so-called “mili- 
Units go around pulling their 22 s on Black people and tom- 
„Uug" when the white man comes around. And they sup- 
, i, ,M’d to be so muthafucking bad. Yeah, wc are bad when 
it , nines to us. And the white man sits back and laughs cause 
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mi il her. 

However, we must understand the many ways in which 
iIh white man brainwashes people into acting and thinking 
lik, he wants them to so he can continue to control them. 

You grow up in Black america and it’s like living in a 
I ii cssure cooker. Babies become men without going through 
■ lulilliood. And when you become a man, you got nothing 
in look forward to and nothing to look back on. So what do 
,i,u make it on? The wine bottle, the reefer or Jesus. A taste 
ill grape, the weed or the cross. These are our painkillers. 

I knew dudes who were old men by the time they were 
•i ' veil . That’s the age when little white kids aie dieaming 
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about fairy princesses and Cinderella and playing in tin 
houses and wondering whether they want two cars or fom 
cars when they grow up. We didn’t have time for all that 
Didn’t even have time for childhood. If you acted like a 
child, you didn’t survive and that’s all there was to it. Hell 
you be walking home from school and up come some high 
school dudes who’d jack you up and take the little dime yom 
mama had given you to buy some candy with. So what’d 
you do? Jump some dude who was younger and littler than 
you and take his dime. And pretty soon you started carrying, 
a razor blade, a switch blade or just a pocketful of rocks so 
you could protect yourself as a man. You had to if you wen- 
going to survive. 

White folks get all righteous and wonder why Black 
people steal and gamble. Same reason white folks do. We 
need money, because the society says you must have it to 
keep from starving. If you got it, you eat. If you don’t, tough 
But white people are able to make their stealing and gam 
bling legitimate. White man’ll sell you a $20 suit for $50 and 
call it good business. What he actually did was steal $30. 
White man’ll buy a watch for $5.00 sell it for $49.95 and call 
the difference, profit. Profit is a nice word for stealing which 
the society has legitimatized. Catholics go to church every 
week and gamble, but they call it Bingo. The Pope blesses 
’em, so it’s all right. The state of Nevada is built on a deck 
of cards and a roulette wheel, but that’s okay, ’cause it’s 
white folks that passed the law saying it was okay. But you 
let us get over in the corner of the alley with some dice and 
try to make a little profit and here come the police, the 
judge, the jailer and the sociology student. We get thrown 
into jail for gambling or stealing. White folks go to Congress 
for stealing and they call that democracy. 

America is a country that makes you want things, but 
doesn’t give you the means to get those things. Little Black 


Hi h rii sit in front of the t.v. set and all they see are fine 
pi iliunes, clothes and everything else they ain’t got. 

1 sit there and watch it, telling the rats to sit down and 
i blocking their view. Ain’t nobody told them, though, 
a they don’t have any way of getting any of that stuff. 

■ i couldn’t even get full at supper, but that don’t matter. 
• L. s want an Oldsmobile. So next day during recess, they go 

1 in i corner of the schoolyard and pitch pennies, play Odd 
1 hi Wins, Heads-up Basketball for a quarter, Pitty-Pat for a 
I ■ I ( >ld Maid for a penny. Once they become pros at that, 

1 on up to Tonk, Black Jack and Craps. After school, 

' m the pinball machines. Some of them little dudes could 
in Iv see the game board, but they would be there, jim, 
I " lug nickels in the machine, trying to manipulate the 
la into a straight line. You could win 50 cents or a dollar 
"n| 1 1 you were lucky, $5.00. Once you graduated from the 
i -ini nil! machine, you entered the poolroom. 

Nincrica’s a bitch. Being Black in this country is like some- 
1 l\ asking you to play white Russian roulette and giving 
■ii n gun with bullets in all the chambers. Any way you go, 
cm I lial s your ass. America says you got to have money to 
'"i iikI to get money you got to have a job. To get a job, you 
i In liave an education. So along comes a Black man and 
In gels a worse than inferior education so he can’t qualify 
i I i job he couldn’t get because he was Black to begin with 

■ ml '.till lie’s supposed to eat, keep his family together, pay 
iIh' icnt and buy an Oldsmobile. And white folks wonder 

lis niggers steel and gamble. I only wish we would stop 
die. petty stealing and take care of Chase Manhattan Bank, 

I ml Knox or some armories. 

I here was this blood I grew up with named J.S. He was 

■ mart dude, particularly in math. Dude would have given 
i i nmputer competition. He lived with his aunt, who worked 
' a maid, and three sisters. Cause his aunt was a maid, she 
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didn’t make hardly nothing. White folks love to pay if 
niggers in old clothes and leftovers. So he couldn’t dress I 
some of the other students whose parents were making ii 
negro america. The teachers were all trying to make ii 
negro america too. They took a bath once a day and wig 
under their arms and between their legs twice a day n 
always tried to smell like they lived in perfume bottles. M < 

I know how my man must’ve felt sitting in class in fronl 
some bitch like this. He felt like a piece of shit, partieukn 
when the teacher would stand up in front of the class ai 
talk about him ’cause his clothes were dirty. You danim 
right his clothes were dirty! His aunt worked from can i 
can’t, and by the time she got home at night she was i, 
tired to bend over the scrub board to wash out some clot In 
for J.S. to wear every day. She did the best she could. 

J.S. was as smart as anybody in school and he showed ii 
too, but in negro america if you didn’t have the right colm 
the right clothes, and the right manners, sorry for you. Then 
teachers were slick, though, when it came to telling a kid In 
wasn’t shit. They were always going out of the room I 
stand in the hall and gossip with the other teachers. Wlm 
they did, they’d leave a student in charge to sit behind I In 
desk and take the names of the students who talked or nil 
up. And always, the one left in charge was light, bright ami 
almost white. If a light-skinned student was reciting in class 
the teacher had the patience of Job, the understanding ul 
Solomon and the expectations of God Almighty himself. Bui 
you let a sho-nuf blood just pause when he was reciting and 
the teacher told him to sit down in a voice filled with hatred 
“I didn’t expect you to know it anyway,” the teacher would 
sometimes say, meaning, you’re black. You’re black! You’n 
black! 

The teachers had to tell J.S. he was smart, ’cause it was 
so obvious. But they made a point of letting him know that 
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„ .... ul wasn't enough if your hair was uncombed, your 
„ Inti, dirty, your skin a little ashy and your manners 
i , lu st lii other words, you may be smart, but you 
i | s learned pretty quick that there wasnt no 
. ,i m being smart and that it didn’t have a damned 
j.. u in do with surviving. 

. i ibis is I lit' kind of education we were subjected to. 

. i lou ain’t just what comes out of the books, but its 
i blur, that goes on in the school. And if you leave school 

\ on' i sell , then it doesn’t matter how much you know. 

1 1 1 oi i hi america has to be viewed as propaganda ma- 
il All educational systems are propaganda machines, 

, i . ,i black people, the american educational system is a 
i ig.inda machine we don’t need. It propagandizes against 
Ii makes us hate ourselves. 

I |,< can realizing this when I was in high school. I saw no 
in reading Shakespeare. After I read Othello, it was 
mils that Shakespeare was a racist. From reading his 
in | gathered that he was a faggot. But we never 
, n .sed the racist attitude expressed in his works. This 
, n Inn I really began to raise questions. I was in constant 
, , || ii l with my teachers in high school. I would interpret 
tiling one way and they would say it’s wrong. Well, how 
..,ild they tell me what Shakespeare was thinking. I knew 
I., ii | hat something was wrong, unless the teachers had a 

poly on truth or were communicating with the dead. 

I’. ii I of my mother’s whole attempt to make us a part of 
H cm america was that she took us out of McKinley High 
mil senl us to Southern High. Anybody who could pay $12 
i \ ear could go and that was for the activities card. So, you 
, , how jive the thing was. It was connected with the negro 
,, liege in Baton Rouge, Southern University, and it was 
, .illy set up so the teachers at Southern wouldn’t have to 
oml their children to school with Black kids. It was a 
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crock of shit, but it had an air of “respectability.” This w.i 
where all the bourgeois negroes were supposed to go. 

It could’ve created problems for me, because if I h;i<! 
identified with most of the white-minded negroes at school 
I wouldn’t have been able to relate to brothers on the blocl 
Worse than that, I would’ve thought that I was better than 
them. It’s like the whole school busing thing now. Businr 
Black children to schools outside the Black community i 
nothing but a move to divide the community. If integration 
is what’s wanted, then bus the whole community. But to tak< 
individuals out of the community is a very dangerous and 
immoral thing. The “brightest” students are taken, students 
who can fit into the white man’s program best, and they’i. 
bused out of the community so they can come back and 
articulate the white man’s program. That splits the com 
munity. Parents who sent their children to white schools in 
the South made a mistake. They injured those students men 
tally for life. To send a Black kid to a school full of howling 
maniacs. Madmen! Wildmen! Animals! And those Black kids 
got their minds messed up. You send a student to a white 
school and he has to come home to a Black family and a 
Black community. It messes him up and it messes the com- 
munity up. This is a deliberate part of “the man’s” game. 

I could’ve gotten messed up like that at Southern High il 
I hadn’t known where it was at and what was happening. 
But I didn’t change myself to fit that phony-ass atmosphere 
and try to be respectable and all that shit. Me and Southern 
High had quite a few conflicts. One time I got put out of 
school for wearing my shirt out of my pants. Another time I 
got put out for cursing out a teacher. 

Ed and my sister, who re both older than I, went to tin' 
same school. So when I came along, I had to go through the 
same teachers they’d gone through. The teachers said I 
should be just like them. I should open doors for them and 
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. III,.- that. Just like my family had always said siou 
tilings like Ed. So when I wouldn’t do all these things an 

il raising hell, my homeroom teacher started criticizing 

i Inc day I got sick of that shit and I cussed her out. I got 

i .ml of school for that. . 

I was always at odds with teachers. There are certain 

in negro institutions that you have to do if you expect 

„,;,ke good grades and certain things you don t do One 
, dM.se things is you don’t talk back. You don t challenge 
l„ rusting order. Well, I challenge anything that doesnt 

• » «l p tfood sense. ,i • 

\ i ml her time in high school they called my mother in 

me because I got into it with one of the dudes teaching 

I knew he was screwing my homeroom teacher, so 
li, lli’t have no respect for him, especially since I knew Ins 
,1, Us young dudes in the Black community directed our 
. ei rssion against negroes who had these positions because 
,1 m ,e was a failure on their part to take out their aggression 
M'.oinst white people. But, these negroes in position would 
.»l\vuys direct their grievances toward Black studen s. iey 
.,1 mad at us ’cause the white man was mistreating them, 
„„| we got mad at them ’cause they let the white man mis- 
I.eal ’em and then turned around and mistreated us, on op 

til I he white man mistreating all of us. , 

But I stayed in school, ’cause I wasn t willing o ge caug 
another trick that eventually led to long sentences m jail 
„■ ending up in the gutter one night with a knife m your 
, lack. A lot of bloods, though, couldn’t cut school When they 
came it was to practice the education theyd been getting 
„, lt in the street. While we were still in elementary school, 

, S would wait for recess to get out to the playground where 
lin'd sneak a deck of cards out of his pocket, get way off in a 
corner and start gambling. After school, wed go home and 
| S would go on down to the pool hall. By the time he was 


23 


fourteen, he was dealing in a gambling club in West Balm 
Kouge. After a while he quit school. Working at the cl.,1 
like he was, he was ready to go to bed when the rest of., 
were getting up to go to classes. We used to see him in (I,, 
afternoon, though. He’d drop by the school and be vine, I 

down. He was clean, jim. Had him a conk then and he kneu 
he was ready. 

After a while the state police started cracking down on 
gambling and J.S. cut out of Baton Rouge and started follow 
ing the action from Biloxi, Mississippi, over to Houston I 
t exas, and back again. He was sixteen. 

It was a couple of years later when I saw him again, I'd | 
just entered college. I was thumbing my way to school when I 
who should I see hanging out on the corner but J.S., lookinr 
c fan- I went up to him. We greeted each other like we wen ' 

0 cut-buddies, but after all the greeting and slapping hands 
we found it hard to talk to each other. Too many differenl 
kinds of experience had come between us. He was my nigger 
but J.S. had made a way of life on the block which I jusl 
figured had aged him. It was a rough life. Drinking, fighting, 
dodging the police, gambling— it can wear a man. down fasl 

1 looked at J.S. and it was beginning to show on him. His 
eyes once used to shine, but they’d gotten dull and red. 1 1 is 
face was getting tight and there were wrinkles starting to 
crawl across his forehead. He told me that he’d just gotten 
out of the joint on a concealed weapons charge. Plus he told 
me that when gambling and living off women wasn’t enough 
to survive, he’d become a cat burglar and a fence on the side. 
But he definitely wasn’t feeling sorry for himself. Only thin" 
he was unhappy about was that his luck in gambling was off. 
We went and got some “pluck” (wine) and I told him I was 
in college. He asked what I wanted to be. I told him rich. He 
looked up at the ceiling and paused for a minute before he 
said, You know, I’ve never given any thought to what I want 
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• *i l.i nunc." I told him he should think about it, but I knew 
shuckin’ and jivin’. Hell, hardly any of us had ever 
1 "ijilil about what we wanted to become. What was the 
i mi i ' That was something white folks had. We just lived 
■ a day to day, expecting whatever life put on us and deal- 
' uill i it the best way we knew how when it came. I had 
' ' pled the big lie of a Black man succeeding. 

I m membered that J.S. was always good with math. I knew 
1 " to count money and always figured I didn’t need to 

■ now no more about numbers, but I had to take math in 

■ liege. So I showed J.S. some of the math problems I had 
1 i n having trouble with and he looked ’em over for a short 

hlle and knocked ’em out in no time. He said he’d tutor me 

I told him that was cool. But that was the last time 

I aw him. A couple of weeks later he shot and killed some 
hide and the judge gave him life. He was eighteen. 

Ihats the way the deal goes down for a lot of bloods. 
Wiped out by the time they’re eighteen and don’t ever really 
I now why. He was rebelling against the way the cards were 
-I ticked against him and even his rebellion was a stacked 
leek. I le lived his life the way he saw it, made his own laws, 
I a 1 1 what was legal in our world wasn’t “legal” in the white 
mu Id and eventually he went down. 

My ol lady wanted to keep all that away from me. Didn’t 
Mini me to know anything about it. I guess she called it 
pinteeting me, but I had to be out there where the action 
\ ns. She thought I should be in the house reading books like 
I' d so I could make my way in negro america, but I wasn’t 
hearing that. I never was one for too much reading anyway. 

I iio, how was I supposed to stay on top of what was going 
down if I was sitting up in the house with a book. If you 
were going to stay in control, you had to be in the street. 

I he street is where young bloods get their education. I 
learned how to talk in the street, not from reading about 
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Dick and Jane going to the zoo and all that simple shit. The 
teacher would test our vocabulary each week, but we knew 
the vocabulary we needed. They’d give us arithmetic to 
exercise our minds. Hell, we exercised our minds by playing 
the Dozens. 

I fucked your mama 
Till she went blind. 

Her breath smells bad, 

But she sure can grind. 

I fucked your mama 
For a solid hour. 

Baby came out 
Screaming, Black Power. 

Elephant and the Baboon 
Learning to screw. 

Baby came out looking 
Like Spiro Agnew. 

And the teacher expected me to sit up in class and study 
poetry after I could run down shit like that. If anybody 
needed to study poetry, she needed to study mine. We 
played the Dozens for recreation, like white folks play 
Scrabble. 

In many ways, though, the Dozens is a mean game be- 
cause what you try to do is totally destroy somebody else 
with words. It’s that whole competition thing again, fight- 
ing each other. There’d be sometimes 40 or 50 dudes stand- 
ing around and the winner was determined by the way they 
responded to what was said. If you fell all over each other 
laughing, then you knew you’d scored. It was a bad scene 
for the dude that was getting humiliated. I seldom was. 


That’s why they call me Bap, ’cause I could rap. (The name 
stuck because Ed would always- say, “That my nigger Rap,” 
Hap my nigger.”) But for dudes who couldn’t, it was like 
lliey were humiliated because they were born Black and 
then they turned around and got humiliated by their own 
people, which was really all they had left. But that’s the way 
it is. Those that feel most humiliated humiliate others. The 
real aim of the Dozens was to get a dude so mad that he’d 
cry or get mad enough to fight. You’d say shit like, “Man, 
tell your mama to stop coming around my house all the 
time. I’m tired of fucking her and I think you should know 
that it ain’t no accident you look like me.” And it could go 
on for hours sometimes. Some of the best Dozens players 
were girls. 

Signifying is more humane. Instead of coming down on 
somebody’s mother, you come down on them. But, before 
you can signify you got to be able to rap. A session would 
start maybe by a brother saying, “Man, before you mess 
with me you’d rather run rabbits, eat shit and bark at the 
moon.” Then, if he was talking to me, I’d tell him: 

Man, you must don’t know who I am. 

I’m sweet peeter jeeter the womb beater 

The baby maker the cradle shaker 

The deerslayer the buckbinder the women finder 

Known from the Gold Coast to the rocky shores of Maine 

Bap is my name and love is my game. 

I’m the bed tucker the cock plucker the motherfucker 

'I’he milkshaker the record breaker the population maker 

'Hie gun-slinger the baby bringer 

The hum-dinger the pussy ringer 

The man with the terrible middle finger. 

The hard hitter the bullshitter the poly-nussy getter 
The beast from the East the Judge the sludge 
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The women’s pet the men’s fret and the punks’ 
pin-up boy. 

They call me Rap the dicker the ass kicker 

The cherry picker the city slicker the titty licker 

And I ain’t giving up nothing but bubble gum and 
hard times and I’m fresh out of bubble gum. 

I’m giving up wooden nickels ’cause I know they 
won’t spend 

And I got a pocketful of splinter change. 

I’m a member of the bathtub club: I’m seeing a 
whole lot of ass but I ain’t taking no shit. 

I’m the man who walked the water and tied the 
whale’s tail in a knot 

Taught the little fishes how to swim 

Crossed the burning sands and shook the devil’s 
hand 

Rode round the world on the back of a snail 
carrying a sack saying AIR MAIL. 

Walked 49 miles of bai'bwire and used a Cobra 
snake for a necktie 

And got a brand new house on the roadside 
made from a cracker’s hide, 

Got a brand new chimney setting on top made 
from the cracker’s skull 

Took a hammer and nail and built the world and 
calls it “THE RUCKET OF RLOOD.” 

Yes, I’m hemp the demp the women’s pimp 

Women fight for my delight. 

I’m a bad motherfucker. Rap the rip-saw the 
devil’s brother ’n law. 

I roam the world I’m known to wander and this .45 
is where I get my thunder. 

I’m the only man in the world who knows why white 
milk makes yellow butter. 


I know where the lights go when you cut the switch 

off. 

I might not be the best in the world, but I’m in 

the top two and my brother’s getting old. 

\nd ain’t nothing bad ’bout you but your breath. 

Now, if the brother couldn’t come back behind that, I 
ir.ti.illy cut him some slack (depending on time, place and 
In . attitude). We learned what the white folks call verbal 
tills. We learned how to throw them words together. 
\merica, however, has Rlack folk in a serious game of the 
I it t/.cns. (The dirty muthafucka. ) Signifying allowed you a 
. In >ice — you could either make a cat feel good or bad. If 
win had just destroyed someone or if they were just down 
ili rally, signifying could help them over. Signifying was 
also a way of expressing your own feelings: 

Man, I can’t win for losing. 

II it wasn’t for bad luck, I wouldn’t 

have no luck at all. 

I been having buzzard luck 

< ain't kill nothing and won’t nothing die 

I'm living on the welfare and things is 
stormy 

I hey borrowing their shit from the Salvation 
Army 

but things bound to get better ’cause they can’t 
get no worse 

I 'm just like the blind man, standing by a 
broken window 

I don’t feel no pain. 

but it’s your world 

Vi hi the man I pay rent to 

II I had your hands I’d give ’way both my arms. 
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Cause I could do without them 

I’m the man but you the main man 

I read the books you write 

You set the pace in the race I run 

Why, you always in good form 

You got more foam than Alka Seltzer. . . 

Signifying at its best can be heard when brothers are ex 
changing tales. I used to hang out in the bars just to heai 
the old men “talking shit.” By the time I was nine, I could 
talk Shine and the Titanic, Signifying Monkey, three diffei 
ent ways, and Piss-Pot-Peet, for two hours without stopping 
Sometimes I wonder why I even bothered to go to school 
Practically everything I know I learned on the corner. To 
day they’re talking about teaching sex in school. But that’s 
white folks for you. They got to be taught to screw. They 
got to intellectualize everything. Now how you gon’ intel 
lectualize screwing? At the age when little white kids were 
finding out that there was something down there to play 
with, we knew where it went and what to do with it after 
it got there. You weren’t a man if you hadn’t gotten yoursell 
a little piece by the time you were seven. When the white 
kids were out playing Hide and Go Seek, we were playing 
Hide and Go Get It. One dude would count to a hundred 
while the girls hid. Once the girls were hidden, you went 
and found one and you got it. That was the game. Hide and 
Go Get It. None of that ol’ simple tagging a tree and yelling, 
“I got in free.” Yeah, we got in free. 

Some of the dudes started pimping early for their sisters 
and, sometimes, even their mama. Survival’ll make you do 
anything, jim. Anything! You’d be walking down the street 
one night and some white dude in a car would pull up next 
to you and say, “Hey, boy, you got a sister?” or, “You know 
any nice colored girls?” So whitey would get him a little 



«,r black gold for $10 or $15 and Black people helped 
Mm It shows you just how low you can get when you sell 

own women to a white man-or any man for that mat- 

. Hut it’s particularly bad when they’re sold to white 
To this day, you can find the snakes in the Black com- 
.unity on the weekends trying to buy some Black pussy. 
\uil Black men see ’em, know what they’re there for and 
I,, n't mn ’em out. Not even the so-called big, bad militants. 
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So much of the life story of any negro 
growing up in america is the story of 
what has been done to him and how 
he reacts to that. That’s it. White man 
acts. Negroes react. 

My father is a good example of that. 
He is a laborer. He works for Esso 
Standard Oil! Mr. Jesse James Rocke- 
feller! When I was young, it often 
seemed to me that my father ap- 
peared to be pissed off. Now I can un- 
derstand why. He wouldn’t take his 
frustration out on the people he’d like 
to. So he would take it out on other 
people. I remember we were one of the first families in the 
community to get a t.v. First in the sense that all the kids 
could come and watch it. Other people had sets but they 
wouldn't let us watch them. So everybody used to come to 
our house to watch t.v. My ol’ man used to come home, cut 
l In- set off and just walk straight on through. And we’d all 
I >e sitting on the floor digging this and we knew better than 
lo get up and turn the muthafucka back on. Best we get on 
out of there. It was time to get in the wind! That was some 
ol llie light shit he would pull. 

I le’s an old type of negro dude in terms of what he thinks 
people should say, and that you should respect people who 
have position. That kind of thing. He still has that in his 
mind. I think inwardly he agrees with the Movement and all 
dial. But when I talk to him, he’ll tell me I shouldn’t talk 
about the President like I do. I’m sure that it’s the position 
lie respects and not Johnson. My old man has been working 
al die same place for over thirty years. They gave him a 
medal. Dig it? But he’s still a laborer. So now he’s going to 
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night school. He’s got a good mind. But for negroes it will 
always be matter over mind. 

He was never home. He’d come back from work and he'd 
split. He’d either go hunting or go out somewhere. His alii 
tude toward white folks was they were wrong. He knew 
they were wrong, but he had the confidence that the law 
would take care of it, that it was a problem for the law. A I 
though the white folks were doing us wrong, the good whil, 
folks were there, too. You know, like there’s good and bad 
in every race. 

I remember when the house behind ours caught fire and 
my ol’ man made several trips inside it while it was burning, 
bringing people out. He got everybody out but a young baby 
he couldn’t find. They gave him a medal for this too. They 
gave him this medal and put his picture in the paper. He 
was a hero and he knew everything was ready then. Bui 
the master trick that the muthafuckas pulled on him was 
that the bank sent him $1,000,000 worth of best wishes, so 
he was trying to figure out when they were gonna give him 
some money. He was really hung up over that shit. He was 
trying to convince himself that some whiteys might send 
him some dough ’cause he’d saved some other niggers. And 
they gave him a medal at Standard Oil, where he had been 
working for 30 fuckin years. Yeah, they gave him a medal. 
He was all-american. That’s the way the psyche of our people 
works. Yeah, he had been in the burnin’ house several times 
and they sent him $1,000,000 worth of best wishes. That’s 
funny, you know. $1,000,000 dollars worth of best wishes. 
Explain that shit. 

Watching my teachers and my old man did a lot toward 
shaping my thinking about what needed to be done in this 
country. At the same time this kind of thing was happening, 
I was also finding out about the white man. Once when I was 
young, we were coming back from across the river where 


, had been visiting some relatives. It was raining and a 
,,, nulled my old man over. I was about seven or eight at 
,l„ t I looked out the window and saw him and got down 
ill,, floor. He was a white cop, a cracker, and this was 
lira. I was little, but somehow I knew then about white 
This white cop started hollering and cursing at my old 

in front of the whole family. And my old man hadnt 

anything. So, I definitely had had my fill of cops after 

I'd had experience with cops before, because they didnt 
, .ml the Black kids to shoot off firecrackers at Christmas 
It,,,,.. In the white community, you’d think there was a war 
„ M |„g on, there’d be so many firecrackers going off. But 
i|„ v'd drive through the Black community to make sure we 
, 1 1 , | , ,'t shoot off none. We did anyway and would just run 
md hide when we saw the police car coming. But the point 
.,| (heir doing this was to instill fear of the police and of 

ml hority in us while we were still quite young. 

When I was in the sixth grade there was this old white 
, who used to patrol the corner right in front of the ele- 
mentary school. One day at recess, I organized some little 
brothers to lay up on the hill and throw some rocks at him. 
And we bombed his ass. Some ol’ negro lady across the 
,hcet told the principal. I didn’t even know she saw us. 

I he principal called us in and beat us with a fan belt. Then 
he gave us notes to take home. Naturally, the notes told our 
parents what we’d done. “Well,” I said, “I got to be a fool to 
lake this note home to get another beating.’ So I threw 
mine away. 

At that young an age, I was hostile toward white cops, 
that ol’ white cop hadn’t done nothing to us, but I didnt 
like him. There were a few white people in our community, 
and we didn’t have anything against them. We used to play 
with the dudes. They all appeared to be slow learners. 
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That didn’t last too long, though. One year when I vv.i 
cub scout, I went to the boy scout circus. I had on Ed 
uniform, so I was ready! It was held at the Coliseum on ll> 
Louisiana State University campus. In the back of the ( nli 
seum they have the stalls where they keep the animals an.i 
this was where all the scout troops assembled. But tin > 
was a white section and there was our section. I was Ini. 
that we shouldn’t go around to the white section, becan 
the crackers would shoot us with B.B. guns. “I ain’t dun. 
nothing to the muthafuckas,” I said, “and they ain’t gun 
shoot me. I’m going to go around there and see what’s goim 
on.” So I went around there and as I was walking through 
one of the stalls, I heard a chump say, “Nigger! You ha\> 
been sentenced to death!” And they started shooting will, 
them B.B. guns. So I turned around and hauled ass gettim 
out of there. I was climbing over a stall and I tore my pants 
Right in the seat. A great big tear. My cub scout pants. Ms 
only cub scout pants! But I’m still getting up. I ain’t stopped 
I got back to our section, but I couldn’t tell none of tin 
brothers, because they’d told me not to go around there. So 
I decided I’d tell one of the white scoutmasters on them 
muthafuckas. I told one, “Mister, I went around there and 
the dudes shot me with a B.B. gun.” The muthafucka looked 
at me and said, “Look here. Be a good sport about it, scout. 
Now how am I gon’ be a good sport about getting shot? I 
realized then if I was going to get them muthafuckas back 
I was gon’ have to get ’em back on my own. 

Well, the white troops always went out before us to en 
tertain. So when they went out, I went back there and fucked 
up all their food. I peed in the tuna fish, spit in the potato 
salad, threw the hot dogs on the ground, stepped on the 
potato chips. I messed up everything. And the next year I 
brought by B.B. gun with me and I further fucked ’em up. 
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ackers had made me tear my only cub scout pants 

.la t „ i he seat— and shot me too. 

\ il that wasn’t enough, I had a confrontation wi e 
, when I was going home. I was going home to take 
cants oil'. The ol’ blood scoutmaster had given me some 
, i„ tape ’em up in the seat. I told him I’d torn ’em on a 
, cause I knew if I told him what I’d done, he would 
, , anal at me for being around there. He gave me some 
, | mg tape. Some white masking tape to put on the seat 
, , pair of blue pants! And it was taped up like a big L right 
. the scat of the pants. So I said, hell, I’m going home, take 

If, put on some regular clothes and come back later 

As I was walking home this cop car pulled up. I was 

and his voice yelled out, “Hey, boy! So I stoppe 

„ | went over to the car and he said, “Where you going wi 
„„ pants like that? Don’t you know better than to be on the 
meet wearing shit like that? You better get off the damn 
mo ts Don’t you never let me catch you out here with shit 
hkc that again.” After that I just decided to turn around 
,„d g„ back to the meeting. We didn’t live more than a mile 
i . , | ,SU but I didn’t want to chance walking it after that. 

, ,|, ought’ I’d broke the law. My pants tore! It wasnt my 
i „,|t, but I didn’t know no better and I knew I better not 
n nothing to him or else I’d end up in jail. T 

I began to recognize then the value of being violent 1 
I „cw 1 hadn’t done anything to make them white nmtha- 
luekas shoot their B.B. guns at me, so I knew that the world 
lidu t run on love. The only thing that was gon keep white 
lhafuckasoff you was you! 

I he best example of that in the world today is america. 
\merica has made it clear that she respects only violence. 
W hen the rebellion went down in 1967 in Plainfield New 
|e,scy, the cops and the National Guard came into the Black 
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community and were raising hell until the brothers v , 
word that they had guns. The oops and the Guard said |„ i 

them niggers g0t guns ' We can't go over there and’,,,. 

with em. America does not love China, but she refuse-. , 
move against China because she has the bomb. And all Hi., 
roops. 8° what it means is that Black people have to ad, I,, 
emselves to defending their communities and their horn. 

BkcTflh y ° U f Cant d , efeml them ’ you can ’t control tl,. „. 
ack folk, go t guns, but every time somebody says wc 

toward h r Ple gCt UP tight Hdl ’ WeVe been viol.-,,, 
toward each other every Friday and Saturday night 

gencvro 66 " ^ SatUrday night Go to the 

gency room of any hospital and see who they’re bringing 

hhn 116 Weekend ‘ The brother > and did n’t no cracker shout 

do™H iS accep r ted in america as lon S as it’s white folk , 
doing it. Turn on the t.v. and you go deaf from all the gun 

fhem hit 1° tf T in tHe ring and ,et neither °nc "I 
them hit the other and see what the real savages out then 

diff S01I ! S ^° d °, They ’ re g ° ing t0 SCream for blood. It’s no 

people" 1 han ^ Pe ° Ple in andent R ° me who P ut Iions on 

So the question is not can Black people be violent. Thn 

Ire lb' 1° and krag ab ° l,t what good fighters w.- 

30 Vi t egl ™j te fG1 a B ack man to go over there and kill 
30 Vietcong and get a medal, but you come back here an, I 

wL who’T red -. necked ’ honky ’ camel-breathed pecker 
wood whos been misusing you and your people all your life 
and th a ts murder. That’s homicide, because the white man 
has the power to define and legitimatize his actions. He can 

sefves^o d Z6 f V1 6nCe ' At tldS P ° int We must addr css our 
that vioL^e 611 ^ 6 mCaSUreS ’ S ° mething Aat WiH COun “ 
Violence also has a way of unifying a people. In the army 
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niulcric is always found among the guys in a regiment 
I. night together. Years later when the dudes are fat, 
'll. aged men they get together and reminisce about all 
•nuks” they killed and all the “enemy” chicks they 
■ < I One significant thing about Detroit and Newark 
llinl I he violence created a peoplehood. Black people 
ilkcd around under the illusion that they had a class 

' I he Black community. But the white man changed 

'I'll lie went in and beat “middle-class” as hard as lower- 
ill. icks. And “middle-class” Blacks were throwing as 
In e bombs as the brother on the block. And afterwards, 
i • w as a real sense of community among the people, a real 
• • ling ol pride and togetherness. That came from the fact 
• I I hey had fought together. It also came from the fact that 
recognized that the honky cop kills Black people be- 

they’re Black. He doesn’t put his gun away when he 

one in a suit or one who speaks so-called “good English.” 
ii' "ill shoot just as many bullets at him as he does at the 
"••her with a conk. So a peoplehood was forced upon Black 
•I ile, through white violence. 

I lie white man is our best teacher, up to a point. It was 
hi watching white people, what they had, and what we 
"I l hat I learned about this country. I lived near Louisiana 
' ile University and I could see this big fine school with 

deni buildings and it was for whites. Then there was 

"ill hern University, which was about to fall in and that 


r. lor the niggers. And when I compared the two, the 
message that the white man was trying to get across was 
"bvious. Nigger, you ain’t shit. Die Nigger Die! 

Negro america would do all sorts of ridiculous things to 
eel close to that white world. I had an uncle who was sup- 
posed to be one of them big negroes and he used to go to 
I SU football games. One time he took me, because I dug 
I nut ball. We went down there and they had a little section 
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for the niggers. A little section where the wind blew in l 
seemed like they strategically located the niggers where if 
wind would blow right on ’em. It was a little fenced 
section and the negroes would sit there with cowbells n> 
trumpets and act a fool for LSU. I sat there and froze. Il u.i 
as cold as a witch’s titty. I was cold and the game wasn ■ 
good. I’d seen better games at the blind school. But If. 
negroes just sat there and enjoyed themselves. Later I fouir 
out that the real enjoyment was that they thought they v . 
mingling with white folks. It was supposed to Ire big si nl 
to come down to white folks’ games. But I said fuck tli.ii 
LSU game shit. I wasn’t gon’ sit there and freeze just so 1 
could think I was mingling with white folks. 

But that made me aware of where a whole lot of negroc 
was at. That was negro america again and it wasn’t saying . 
thing. Negroes thought they were somebody, but all I had 
to do was look at the facilities LSU had and look at wliai 
Southern University had. The physical plant of LSU, even 
today, says the same thing it was saying when I was a kid 
negroes ain’t shit. 

All of white america is a structure of institutions that sn\ 
to Black people, “Nigger, you ain’t shit.” All standards ol 
excellence, beauty, efficiency and civilization are such that 
any comparison between Black and white is designed In 
favor white and put down Black. And it’s ground into .. 
Black person every minute of every day, whether you’re ai 
work or whether you’re out trying to have some fun, it's 
Nigger, you ain’t shit. Die Nigger Die! 

Then, if one examines negro institutions and common il\ 
structures he finds the message is the same. Die Nigger Die' 

Negro athletes run, jump and shuffle for white money as il 
to say, Die Nigger Die! 

Negro politicians tell Black people to be nonviolent and 
patient and still they send Black people to jail, to make sui t 
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die. However, after these politicians have been used, 
il will be next. 

• . . fin entertainers sing “America is My Home, and play 
. I.n. mlcs on t.v. as if to say, “Let me help kill niggers. 

I l>, ini/, the negro Life magazine, the journal of negro cul- 

"responsible” negro publication, raises the question, 

Negro Women Getting Prettier?” while advertising for 
.1. lung creams on the next page. Dye Nigger Dye! 

Negro preachers steal money from poor Blacks on Sunday 
• I drive Cadillacs all week. To the preacher money is God 
I he expects his God to travel with the poor. 

Negro newspapers carry AP and UPI wire services. They 
i, id misinformation from white nationalists and sell it to 
Id i. k people, saying it’s right ’cause it’s white. Negro pub- 
i it Ions always oppose the Black liberation struggle until 
i r, endorsed by whites. They speak to the needs of white 
oplc and never to Black people. Jet magazine, the cul- 
H 1 1 Playboy, a cross between a stag magazine and the Pitts- 
Police Gazette, talks Black and sells white. These 
■ gmes, like whites, are all motivated by profit; money. But, 
money won’t change ya.” 

I la 'sc attitudes assure the death of both negro and white 
• 1 1 1« * i ica. 

Nigger, Nigger never die 
Shining face and bulging eyes! 

I only vaguely remember my grandfather but somehow 
Ins life has shaped some of my thinking. He was my mother s 
i iilier, I never knew my other grandfather. He was a kind 
■U man, simple in manner with a small graying mustache 
mil a face that proudly wore the imprints of time. He was a 
•nod, hardworking, churchgoing man who was always ready 
Ini a good fight and a good drink of whiskey. Papa, as he was 
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affectionately called, spent all of his life in agriculture 
one kind or another. He worked at the dairy at Louisian 
State University and scraped together enough to build lb. 
little house we grew up in. He was the only grown man Hi 
I knew during that first period of my life because my falli. 
was away fighting for the land of the Ofay. The death ..i 
my grandfather did not come as a great shock to me becau 
I was too young to understand death. I learned later tlui 
he died as a result of overwork. He worked himself to death 
My mother would tell us stories about him and there is on. 
that I will always remember. She told us that Papa worknl 
for some rich white people in the evenings when he cam. 
from working at the dairy. During the depression they lo-.i 
nearly everything they had. They asked my grandfather |„ 
continue to help them work the farm and, although th< \ 
could not pay him at the time, promised to pay him a cunm 
lative wage at a rate of $2.00 a day once they got on then 
feet. My grandfather worked that farm for 12 years. On. . 
the farm became stable and the people recovered a lot <>l 
money they dismissed Papa without pay. He attempted In 
sue foi the amount but the white lawyer said nothing coul. I 
be done because there was no written contract. This stoi \ 
was my first encounter with flagrant injustice. I sensed that 
for some reason I did not understand, the world was out ol 
balance and that it rested disproportionately on the shoulders 
of Black people. My mother had to hold two jobs some ol 
the time. She worked as a maid, taught at the orphanage 
home and then went to night school to try and get a bettei 
job. All that just to put us through school. 

The first job I had was cutting grass for white folks. Ed 
and I used to cut acres of grass for two dollars. We’d finish 
that and they’d want us to trim the hedges and clean out the 
flower beds, all for $2.00. We did that for quite a few sum 


... And that whole concept of white people working 
■ I .. I people for nothing became very real to me, because 

.lid it. In actuality, whites resent having to pay you any- 
diiug, so they pay you as little as possible. 

When I got to high school I had a job waiting tables in a 

. Id club. I worked three nights a week. One night I was 
. ..ling on these crackers and this cracker gave me a twenty- 
i .Ibn bill and he thought he was giving me a five. But I 
■< is gnu’ to be honest and give him all his change. I gave it 
. Inn i and he looked at me and frowned all up, as if to say, 

. iggcr, you trying to be smart? That was the last time I 
i l ived Reverend negro. 

In (he summers I did construction work. In other words, 

I was digging ditches. Couple of summers of that and I’d 
i. id enough of God’s earth, so I got a job working on a ship. 

I w .is working from eight at night until eight the next morn- 
ing lor $1.00 an hour. What I was doing was cleaning the 
I.. it loin of the ship out. You’re so far down in the ship that 
.hi re in the part of the ship that’s under water and it’s hot 
. hell down there. Sometimes the ship would bring in oil 
uni would be taking grain out, so you had to clean up all 
Hie oil. Everybody there was a brother except one little ol’ 
wning ass white boy. Naturally, they didn’t put him down 
i here with us. They had him goofing olf up on the deck. He 
thought from that that he could tell us what to do. I wasn’t 
huying that shit and I let him know right off he wasn’t gon’ 
iv a damn thing to me. The dude in charge saw that I could 
Influence the other brothers, because when I jumped bad, 
they jumped bad. So he decided he was gon’ make me 
,l i aw boss. Cut my work load, and my job would be to make 
l lie brothers work. What would happen was that we would 
■o and hide. We would go climb some beams and cop some 
•Jeep and shit like that. So they needed somebody to make 
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the brothers work and they wanted me for the job. I said 
Cool. And I would tell the brothers to go sleep! Show ’em ■ 
good hiding place. I didn’t give a shit. 

The white boy soon saw that wasn’t no more work get! in 
done with me in charge, so he tried a new thing. He tried 
to get friendly with me. He was in charge of hiring and fir dm 
all the brothers who worked down there and I was workin 
down there. But he tried to get friendly, telling me he n 
membered when he and I used to play football in City Pa: I 
I remembered. We used to whip their asses every week. W < 
beat ’em once 106 to 6. And these were LSU’s best football 
players. We used to kick their ass like ass-kicking was goim 
out of style. So he tried to be buddy-buddy with me, bul I 
wasn’t buying that either. 

One night he said something off-the-wall to one of tin 
brothers and I told the brother to whup his ass. And tin 
brother took that little white boy up on deck and picked him 
up and was about to throw him off the ship. Ninety feel 
above the water and he had this little cracker in his arm 
like he was a sack of rotten potatoes. I didn’t say nothing. I 
was just standing there and digging it. 

He didn’t throw him off, though, but he scared the shit oid 
of him. Well, soon as that little white boy got himself halfwas 
back together he went and told some whiteys. And thc\ 
came down and started talking bad to the brother who’ll 
whupped the white boy. Then I jumped up and told ’em that 
we were ready to go to war any time they were and if thc\ 
wasn’t ready to go to war to shut the fuck up ’cause I was 
tired of all that damn talking. So a whole bunch of us got 
fired that night and I was happy to be rid of that job. 

After that I got a job cleaning out petroleum tanks at om 
of the plants. That was a hellish job. Inside these storage 
tanks was steel webbing which was filled with concrete 
When the concrete got corroded and contaminated by the 
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■ il being stored in there, it had to be chipped out with a 
|.|iing gun and that was my job. They gave me a 25- 
mil chipping gun and some eye goggles which wasnt as 
I .is sunglasses and sent me down in these tanks to chip 
1 < i »i terete out from the webbing. And then after wed 
.,i|M'd the stuff out, we had to fill the tanks with fresh 

And them tanks were about three stories high. 

a was my last job like that with whitey. I didn’t know 
t! I wanted to do, but I’d found out what I didn’t want 
H I knew I didn’t want to be a slave. 
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One of the basic problems any Black 
child has to deal with as he grows 
up is authority. First, there’s the 
big white world that forces a white 
God and white Jesus on him and 
has him worshipping somebody that 
doesn’t even look like him. There’s 
that big white world telling him 
what’s right and what’s wrong and 
how to do and how not to do and 
all of it is designed to keep him op- 
pressed, to keep him down. And all 
of that is reinforced by negro america, 
which is a mirror of the big white 
• H Id and does the white world’s job inside the Black com- 

1 y - Negro america becomes the official policeman for 

< liltr america. You grow up and you’re taught not to talk 
.. k to white people, not to look at white women, to be 
j >1 < t ful, to speak so-called correct English, to grease and 
lighten your hair, to scrub your skin as white as you can. 
\l some point or another, the Black child begins to chal- 
H it this authority, both within negro america and the 
• ' white world when he confronts it. Some Black people 
hrl like J.S. and become so-called criminals. He declared 
ii mi that authority, but his weapons were inadequate. 

\tv rebellion against this authority occurred whenever I 

altered negro america. When I entered Southern Uni- 

. r.ily in 1960, I was fifteen years old. I was in constant 
miflict with the administration. It was really like a planta- 

I he Presidency had been handed down from the father 

t lie son, who should’ve died with his father. He was truly 
white man’s boy and didn’t mind folks knowing it. This 
ir, err was so bad, he powdered his face. 

< >ne time I remember Odetta came to do a concert. We 
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were required to wear suits and ties to concerts and thing 
like that. So we got all knotted up and went down and hen 
came these white dudes from LSU with sport shirts and 
sneakers on. I stopped right at the door and started scream 
ing and hollering on the Dean who was standing there. “Man 
what’s wrong with you? How you gon’ let them boys m 
there?” But he pretended like he hadn’t seen them wliili 
boys. “You saw it!” I yelled. “Don’t come handing me thal 
I was making so much racket that he told me to meet him in 
his office the next day. I went and before he could say a 
word, I jumped down his throat again. I called him a whol< 
bunch of names and he got mad and threatened to kick in< 
out of school. 

That showed me again where negro america was. They 
were scared not to love white people. He come trying to tell 
me, “Well, if they went in with sneakers on, that just shows 
their ignorance.” I said, “Man, don’t come telling me thal 
You could put on a tie and the finest suit in the world and 
they wouldn’t let you in a concert at LSU. Don’t run nothing 
like that down on me. Telling me that’s their ignorance. 
That’s your ignorance, muthafucka!” 

Here was that question of authority again. If authority 
is to be used, it should not be a coercive type thing. After all 
what dictates that a person can be put in an authoritative 
position over someone else? If it’s experience, then respect 
should come from that, not authority. People should adhere 
to rules because they respect them and not because some 
position mandates that respect. Now if you raise a legitimate 
issue with a person and they respect it, then they’re gonna 
adhere to it. It’s like the principle of self-determination. Bui 
when you’re in a certain position and you tell a cat to do 
something with no grounds for it, it provokes a type of rebel- 
lious behavior. 

This occurs throughout america. In negro america, any- 
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NUMBER 
ONI BIRO 

...//» barehanded combat 
with a wild Jaguar. . 
escaping vicious man- eat in, 
river piranhas . . . trapped 
by a blazing volcano... 

braving the savage trlb •> I 

anW »laLi . * ... 


and the 

Astronau 


i'lH)' I lie teacher or the preacher or the doctor says is law. 
because its right, but because of who said it. In white 
"‘ it. if the President or Senator Dipshit says it, no one 
'ilruges it. It can be wrong as hell, but everybody ap- 
'mdv anyway. I don’t give a shit who says what. If the 

I liafucka is wrong, he’s wrong. 

\lv rebellion in its early stages was against authority which 
' I nothing against the authority which was in charge of 
in oes — the white folks. Teachers, for example. I didn’t 
■I '* < t cm because I knew how they were around white 
1 'Ifv I didn t understand and still don’t understand why 
i« ople are so insecure that they can’t talk out against certain 
tilings. If something didn’t go right, they’d just lay back and 
"Well, it’ll get better and things will improve. Ain’t 
i" -tiling I can do about it; it’ll better itself.” “The Lawd will 
lln it.” 

In this country, authority is a cover for wrong. I don’t 
n peet wrong and I don’t respect authority that represents 
• lung. And old cracker ass Lightning Bug Johnson knows 
'•nil's true, because I told him myself. Back in 1965, I was 
In mg in Washington, D.C., and I was Chairman of NAG, the 
■ i in Violent Action Group. It was the time of the Selma 
'I nch when people were beaten up on Pettis Bridge. We 
* I ;i delegation to go to see Johnson. First we went to see 
kiil/.enbach. A negro minister said we don’t want to take too 
ii my ’cause we don’t want him to feel threatened. Katzen- 
l-.nli assumed the typical white attitude. I remember 
I I'sler McKinney was trying to raise a question and Katzen- 
1 • n il ignored him. So, I told Katzenbach that if he couldn’t 
iinswer the mans question, then I didn’t see what we were 
lining there. 

I lie following day we were supposed to go see Humphrey, 

I -ill we never did. The next day we went to see Johnson 
in this big conference room that had this conference 
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table about two miles long. About 20 members com 
prised the delegation, white and negro. When we wem 
in, everybody sat down and then Johnson came in. From 
the jump, the leader of the delegation who is now one of 1 1» 
boys in charge of Washington D.C., went into his act. Soon 
as the man got there, he started grinning and laughing. Ill 
had this statement written out and he passed it across I In 
table to Johnson. Johnson was arrogant as hell and m.nl 
’cause we were there. His whole attitude was, “What you 
niggers doin’ here takin’ up my time.” He pissed me off from 
the get. Well, he looked at the statement and didn’t evn 
read it. He just threw it back across the table. Threw it bad 
And this negro reached out and picked it up. Now if I’d been 
sitting next to this negro, I would’ve picked it up and thrown 
it back at that cracker and we would’ve had a war riglii 
there. But he took it. 

After that, each member of the delegation introduced 
himself and said a few words. The dude from the NAA< I 
got up and said, “Mr. President, it really is a pleasure to l» 
here. This will be something that I’ll be proud to tell im 
children and grandchildren about.” Then came another foul 
and he said the same thing. Next came the dude from COM I 
and I thought, Well, I know he’s supposed to be a militant 
a bad dude, and hes gonna tell this cracker what’s on In 
mind. He got up and said, “Good morning, Mr. President 
It is a pleasure to be here.” 

Well, it was my time and I’m really pissed off by this tinn 
It was obvious that everyone was tommin’ and nobody w.i 
going to speak to the issue. So I started off by telling Johnson 
Im not happy to be here and I think it’s unnecessary tli.it 
we have to be here protesting against the brutality tli.it 
Black people are subjected to. And furthermore, I think tin 
the majority of Black people that voted for you wish tli.it 
they had gone fishing.” While our negro leader had been 
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1 liking about civil rights, Johnson had cut in on him and 
otld, Speaking of deprivation of rights, my two daughters 
"oliln t sleep last night because of all that picketing noise out 
Imnt of the White House.” So I told him, “I don’t think 
•mime is interested in whether your daughters could sleep 
1 * not. We are interested in the lives of our people. Which 
■li is the federal government on?” I looked around and the 
in ml linkers were getting scared. Man, negroes were getting 
ucd. Johnson’s whole attitude changed. 

I lie next day Drew Pearson (one of the many white au- 

I In n it ies on negroes) said that I had treated Johnson with 
ill abuse.” But once Johnson’s attitude changed it was easier 

| In a lor other dudes to begin to talk. But the negroes still 
III In t raise the points that they should’ve. There were two 
Inti' cats who halfway tore into Johnson’s ass. When we 
line out, all them jive Toms and all them old white folks 

running round telling me what a good job I had done 

mil that it was good that I had done that. Those are the kind 
I liiends you don’t need! 

lii me, Johnson was a dude who used his position against 
people and I can’t buy that. It’s ridiculous. The President 
■ in i nothing but another man. And Johnson was a big-eared, 
"I'Jv, red-necked cracker. I looked at that muthafucka’s ears. 

II lie could learn to wiggle them he could fly. I ain’t bullshit- 
'ing, And when I was tearing into Johnson’s ass, Humphrey, 

Im is supposed to be a “liberal,” was getting madder than a 
I'lmp with dogshit on his shoe. So, I looked at him and knew 
here he was at. The little red punk. 

\nd to show the muthafuckas what I thought about the 
I n ile meeting, I stole some stuff out of the White House. I 
ill united everything I could! Sure did. Show you what I 
' I link of you, muthafuckas. I was trying to figure how to get 
• painting off the wall and put it under my coat. I figured it 
In longed to me anyway. 
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The whole concept of authority has to be redefined. Poo,, I, 
have to understand that individuals, not positions, meril „ 
spect. Negro america and white america assume that pus, 
tious mandate respect. When this respect for position 
not materialize, they begin to utilize force. This is whv tl.. 
Black world has rejected both negro america and wlnl, 
america and their ideas of authority. 


The biggest difference between be- 
ing known as a Black man or a negro 
is that if you’re Black, then you do 
everything you can to fight white 
folks. If you’re negro, you do every- 
thing you can to appease them. If 
you’re Black, you’re constantly in and 
out of trouble, because you’re always 
messing with “the man.” If white 
folks say it’s more cultured to whis- 
per, you talk loud. If white folks say 
gray suits are fashionable, you go buy 
a pink one. If they say america is 
great, you say america ain’t shit. 

1 1 1. 1 in nan Mao says, “Whatever the enemy supports, we op- 
i » isc. Whatever the enemy opposes, we support.” I hadn’t 
ii hI Chairman Mao when I was in high school, but I al- 
" nly understood that fundamental revolutionary principle. 
I knew white folks couldn’t do wrong right, so whatever 
ili« y thought was good, I knew wasn’t. 

\ lot of people, Black and white, have the impression that 
1 1 H isc of us who got involved in the Movement, when it 
i n led in 1960, were fighting for integration. That’s the 
>ui y l lie white press interpreted the sit-ins and freedom rides 
nid all that. But what they didn’t understand was that none 
• I ns was concerned about sitting down next to a white man 
mil eating a hamburger. Anybody who thinks that is reflect- 
ing white nationalism. That’s that white supremacist atti- 
Intle. Nothing is good unless it can be done in the company 
tl white people. We would’ve been some kind of fools to get 
I'l-aten up, spat on and jailed the way a lot of folks did just 
In sit down at a lunch counter beside a white person. Inte- 
1 'ialion was never our concern. In fact, integration is imprac- 
tical. You cannot legislate an attitude and integration is 
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based upon an attitude of mutual acceptance and respn i 
between two racial or cultural groups in the society. A law 
can govern behavior, but attitudes cannot be forced or m 
forced, and what the Civil Rights Movement was concernnl 
with was controlling the animalistic behavior of white pen 
pie. I resented somebody telling me I couldn’t eat at a cn 
tain place. It wasn’t that I wanted to eat there. Hell no! I 
always knew we had the best food anyway. But as pari <>l 
that constant battle waged by Black people against whili 
america, if white folks didn’t want me to eat there, in I In 
door I went. If I had a free choice, I’d sit in the back of I In 
bus. That’s where the heater is. We weren’t fighting for In 
tegration. We were letting white folks know that they could 
no longer legislate where we went or what we did. 

Every Black person belongs to the Movement, whetln i 
he’s been on a demonstration or not. The lives of Black pen 
pie are political, because Black people carry on a constant 
war against “the man.” So I was political, even before I 
knew the word, but it wasn’t until I got into high school tlial 
I became involved in more overt political activities. 

I got involved in the Movement through my brother Ed 
Ever since he was a little boy, he’d been in and out of thing' 
folks thought he shouldn’t have been in. He wanted In 
do things on his own. But some of the things he’s doin ' 
He’s caused the family some trouble. One time he pul 
a firecracker in his ear and asked me did I believe In 
would light it. Naturally I told him, no. It was Christina 
Eve. I was about eight and Ed was ten. Well, he said 
he was goin’ to light it and then grab it and throw ii 
out the window. He lit it, and just as he grabbed it, il 
exploded. They had to call the doctor for the blood cm 
Christmas Eve. Another time, the lady next door had a 
wringer-type washing machine. We were in the house and 
we heard somebody screaming and hollering and w< 
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l. Miked over there and Ed had his arm halfway in the 
»v ringer. He had put his fingers in there, teasing the ma- 
• lune, putting them in and pulling them out. The machine 
night one finger and pulled his arm all the way up to his 
, Ihow and broke some of the bones in his finger and part 
.1 his arm. And that muthafucka moaned. I ain’t never 
lieu rd a muthafucka moan like that in my life. And I 

I uighed. I sure did. They put him on the bed and he 
moaned like he was dying. Ed was one of them kind of 
, hides who’d write his last will and testament every time 
he'd get sick. He’d get a piece of paper and will me his 
bicycle, which I never got. Ed was also a dude who was 

I I ways losing stuff. He went to boy scout camp one sum- 
mer and my al’ lady bought him all kinds of new stuff to 
lake to camp. Well, on the last day of camp we saw Ed 
walking up the hill with a blanket on his back. When Ed 
opened the blanket, he didn’t have nothing but a piece of 
driftwood, one tennis shoe and a whole blanketful of red 
mud. He’d lost his camping equipment, his brand new 

hoes, hatchet and everything. All he didnt lose be had 
gambled away. 

Yea, he’s my main nigger. He was the first one in the fam- 
ily to go to jail. He was twelve the first time he got arrested. 

I here were poor white folks living down the street from us. 

I I wasn’t important that they were poor, but that they were 
white. That was what they always emphasized. And that’s 
the reason poor Blacks and whites in the South can’t get to- 
gether. Poor white folks will always let you know that even 
l hough they’re ignorant, hungry and dirty, they’re white 
and that makes them better than niggers. As long as they 
got that attiude, I don’t want nobody talking to me about 
coalitions with poor whites. 

Well, one day Ed and a bunch of us were skating down 
i lie street in front of where these poor crackers lived. They 
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came out and said we couldn’t skate down there, ’cause 
made too much noise. They just did it ’cause we \\n. 
bloods. If it’d been white kids skating, they would’ve lib 
the noise. Anyway, we told ’em they didn’t own the si<Ii 
walk and if they couldn’t stand the noise, put some collm 
in their ears or move out of the neighborhood. We real I 
didn’t care. Well, they went and called the police. So even 
body split, everybody except Ed. He just stood there ami 
woofed at the police, talking about their mamas and slm 
like that. You know a blood. Play the Dozens in a miiiul. 
Naturally, ain’t no white cop gon’ take that kind of shit nil 
no nigger, so they put Ed in the car and took him down 
My old man had to go down and get him. 

The second time he got arrested, they accused him nl 
staring at a white girl in a house down the street. He I km I 
gone down there to see a friend of ours and some wliilc 
folks called the police on him. That’s another example <il 
how white folks think they’re superior. They just naturalh 
assume that white women are better-looking and that even 
Black man wants one. Black people have never said a wool 
on the subject. It’s always white folks talking all that trash 
about niggers wanting white women. What makes them 
think that a white woman is a queen or some shit like that 
Hell, if Ed had been staring at the bitch, they should’vi 
thanked him for doing the bitch a favor. 

The next time he got arrested was when he was in col 
lege. He was in the first sit-ins at Southern University ami 
got expelled. From then on he was political. After he got 
expelled, he got a scholarship to Howard University from 
some people who had hustled up some dough. 

I got involved in the Movement two years later. In tin 
spring of 1960, there were some demonstrations going on at 
the Southern University campus and my high school das' 
marched up on campus to a meeting that they were having 


\ml as a result the whole class was put out of school for 

days. From then on, I used to stay in close contact with 
t .1 and he started telling me about NAG, a group centeied 
..mmd students from Howard that did a lot of work around 
■ In' Washington, D.C., community. Ed was in it at the time 
llli a lot of people who later got with SNCC Stokely, 

(land Cox, Mary Lovelace, Muriel Tillinghast and the 

hole Howard crew. So in ’62 I started spending my sum- 
is in D.C. with Ed. 

I l,e first day I got there NAG had Ed on a picket line 

j„ front of National Shirt Shop. I sure didn’t feel like 

■ ilking, but you know, we stayed out there. That was a 
mind summer, because I really began to relate to Black 
IHoblems as the problems of a group and not individuals. 

I lead DuBois, Frederick Douglass, Marcus Garvey, Rich- 
,,,,1 Wright. Plus, I attended a lot of meetings in D.C. where 
I a olhers talked some heavy shit and I could just catch some 
nl the things they were saying cause I hadnt read all 
the books. I mean they were talking some shit. I hadn’t ever 
heard niggers talk no shit like this before. Damn! So I’d sit 
there and listen. Nearly the whole summer I’d be listening 
mil reading. That was when I met Stanley Wise, who a few 
M .MS later was elected Executive Secretary of SNCC at the 
time I was elected Chairman. And Wise was truly a wM 
blood. He was Chairman of NAG at the time and he’d be 
i onducting meetings. I met Eric Jones at that time, too, and 
In later worked with me in Alabama. When I went back to 
, bool the dudes couldn’t tell me nothing, ’cause, like, they 
hadn't read what I’d been reading or heard what I’d been 
hearing. 

I went back to D.C. the next summer, the summer of 
| <Ki3. This was during the Cambridge thing and I went 
over to Cambridge with Courtland Cox, who had become 
Program Secretary of SNCC. Courtland told me we would 
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just go down to Cambridge for the day and come back lh a 
night. We went over there and spent a week. Courtland u .1 
a person who never had a concept of time or money. Il< 
would spend money like it was going out of style. Tin 
called him “Sky King.” This was when SNCC was pm 
perous., 

We were working with the people, organizing, going l< 
meetings. I still was just listening. I wasn’t doing any tab 
ing. I always had a lot to say, but apart from playing I In 
Dozens, I hadn’t been accustomed to talking out in publu 
—it’s not something you just jump up and do. I’d discus 
things later with Ed, and bring out some points, but I jus! 
wouldn’t get up and talk. 

The following summer, SNCC organized the Mississippi 
Summer Project. This was the summer when hundreds <>l 
white college students came into Mississippi and the sum 
mer that James Chaney, Michael Schwerner and Andrew 
Goodman were murdered. I went down to Holmes Couulv 



and stayed about four weeks and then went up to D.C. I’d 
decided not to go back to Southern University in the fall 
so I left Mississippi early to go to see about some kind <>l 
job in D.C. 

At the end of the summer, I went over to Atlantic Cit \ 
for the Democratic Convention and the challenge by tin 
Mississippi Freedom Democratic Party. The challenge was 
very significant because it made 11s realize that the whole 
conspiracy was not just a conspiracy of the South. 1 1 
was a conspiracy of the nation when the Democrat ic 
Party refused to seat the MFDP, which was perfect l\ 
correct when it said that the Mississippi delegation to 
the Convention did not represent the people of Mississippi 
But the Democratic Party wasn’t hearing that, because 
Eastland and Stennis had a whole lot of power in the 
Senate. Black people be damned! And the white liberals 
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i,U Walter Reuther, Joe Rauh, Humphrey and all of them 
I ,|k . went along with the thing. And these were the dudes 
To were supposed to be on our side. They tried to sell t e 
MIDP out and get them to accept two seats, give them 
.1 i n recognition. But the MFDP wouldn’t hear it. So all 
| H liberals, our “friends,” turned against us. 

Folks never want to believe that kind of shit. Like even 
M,. u you were down South and something happened, 

1 11, 'd call the FBI and they’d come out there and trick you 
min believing that they were going to see that you got 

justice. You had to believe them because they repre- 

nted the federal government. And you didn’t want to face 
th, fact that the federal government wasn’t on your side 
U ,11 we found out. Bobby Kennedy was Attorney General 
on I folks don’t want to believe it, but he did not come to 
ll„. aid of the civil rights workers. In Albany, Georgia, the 
l, deal government had civil rights workers arrested and 
H ied because a cracker said they were hurting his business, 
lo Mississippi, civil rights workers were killed because 
Hobby Kennedy said the federal government couldnt pro- 
1, 1 1 1 hem. In Alabama, civil rights workers were killed an 
the federal government wouldnt move against a ace. 
\i„l yet negroes cried over the Kennedys worse than t ey 
would’ve cried over their own mamas. The Kennedys 
didn't do anything for the rights of Black people but be- 
, nose they talked like they cared, negroes fell for what 

H, ,.y said like a bunch of chumps. When John Kennedy ha 
, chance to appoint a federal judge in Mississippi who 
would knock down some of those racist laws, he appointed 
, cracker pig racist named Cox. That showed how much 

I, C thought of Black people. John and Bobby Kennedy were 
, ncmies of Black people, but negroes were more upset when 
|oh„ Kennedy was killed than they were when Malcolm X 
w ,, s killed. In fact, negroes hated Malcolm because when 
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John Kennedy was killed, Malcolm said, “The chickens a,, 
coming home to roost.” Now, everybody talks about M il 
colm like they loved him so much when he was alive, Imi 
that’s a lie and they know it. When Malcolm was killed, tl» 
majority of negroes reacted the same way white people did 
They were glad, because they had been told that Malmlm 
was going around stirring up trouble. Negroes have a haul 
time accepting anything Black unless it’s been legitimatized 
by white people. John Kennedy was legitimate. Malcolm 
was not. If the white man was to package horseshit, pul . 
name on it and advertise it on t.v., “Barbecued Horsesini 
negroes would go buy it, because the white man said it u .1 
good. But that’s the way it’s going to be as long as wlul. 
people have the power. Anything you don’t control is 
weapon against you. And as long as Black people are unalili 
to control, Willie Mays will never be the greatest baseball 
player who ever lived. It will always be Babe Ruth. Huh 
Cousey will always be the greatest basketball player and 
not Bill Russell or Oscar Robertson. And O. J. knows belli i 
than anybody that it’s always going to be a white boy that 
the greatest football player. Black people have to umln 
stand that everything in this country is political. 

The MFDP challenge not only pointed up the total la< I 
of power Black people had, but it also showed that even 
when you’re right, you lose. Black people in Mississippi had 
a legitimate grievance. They had no representation in tin 
government. They came to the Democratic Convention and 
the federal government seeking a redress of that grievam . 
and they were offered two token seats in the Convention 
The Convention was a classic example of the lack of a vehicli 
for the redress of grievances for Black people. We don’t ha\ ■ 
any machinery to talk about the denial of justice. The anli 
war movement now recognizes what Black people hau 
learned. Johnson was elected in 1964 because he said 


i hi Asian boys (you dig him calling grown men “boys”?) 
In n i Id fight an Asian war. And Johnson got the biggest 
•I it ilar vote in american history and proceeded to fight the 
,u like he was defending ol’ ugly Ladybird from an at- 
I He did not recognize the popular vote. He recognized 
a, Democratic Party. And it should be clear to all by now 
'iiil there is no difference between the Democratic and 
Hi publican parties. There’s only one party in america and 
■iii's the party of white nationalism. Both parties have 

■ i ule it clear that they will not tolerate dissent from Blacks 
, Irom whites. And even if they did tolerate dissent, it 

Idn’t mean a damn thing, because dissent does not 

, li.inge policy. A hundred thousand people went to the 
I', ulagon, and Johnson escalated the war. People took over 
ilii- sheets of Chicago and the Democratic Party nominated 
Mump the Dump. When the people cannot find a redress of 
i lii'ii grievances within a system, they have no choice but 
' i destroy the system which is responsible in the first place 

ii I heir grievances. The government is the lawbreaker. The 
.uiple must become the law enforcer. We cannot allow the 

■ iv eminent to be an outlaw, particularly when the crime is 

imst the people. 
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In the fall of 1964, after the MFDP 
challenge in Atlantic City, I returned 
to D.C. and got a job working down 
at the library in the Department of 
Agriculture. Rap Brown, GS-2! Dig 
that! My supervisor was this white 
cracker bitch from New Orleans. 
Well, I ain’t never been too hip on 
punching time clocks and going 
through all them kind of changes, so 
anytime I could get leave — sick leave, 
bathroom leave, any kind of leave — 
I’d leave. I’d split to Atlanta where 
SNCC’s national office is. I was just 
■tin ii it commuting between Atlanta and D.C., I took so much 
Iriive. 

I had gotten the library job through a friend of mine, 

| •lines Dillday, who was working down there. He was a good 
Mood. lie used to take all the napkins out of the containers 

• •I the cafeteria and write “Freedom Now,” and “We Shall 
f iv iTcome” on ’em. Then he’d put ’em back in the contain- 

• • . and lay back and watch the white folks when they pulled 

• Mil a napkin. 

I knew when I got the job that I wasn’t going to be there 
I' mg. They would get pissed off at me ’cause I’d wear my 
Muck denim jacket and tennis shoes to work. So they called 
me in about it and I told ’em I didn’t have no white collar 
|uli and I wasn’t gon’ be putting on no tie to push goddam 
Uiskets up and down the hall. (That’s all I did — stamped 
luniks and carried ’em from one place to another.) Well, 
they didn’t dig that too much, plus I was wearing my hair 
lung. 

I stayed for about three months and at Christmas time I 
[•lit for Baton Rouge. I had saved up three days’ leave and 
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I’d figured it all out how I’d go home and just stay d< 
there and call in for leave without pay. When I got l>;n I 
they got this negro to call me in and tell me that I had I >< < 
missing too much time. So I said, well, it’s my leave ami I 
don’t want to save it. It’s my leave. I earned it. The dml< 
allowed as to how that was true, but he thought it would 
be best if I got me another job. I said. Solid, and resigned 

All that fall, I’d been working with the Howard people i 
NAG and I was elected Chairman. Even though I neve 
went to Howard myself, I wanted to develop the relation slap 

between the school and the community. The negro 

versily has always been set apart, across the tracks from tin 
Black community. That’s part of the divide-and-conqin > 
strategy of white folks. If you can make the Black universil 
students seem like they’re different and better than, s;i\ 
what they call the “block boys,” then you can keep ’em con 
fused and fighting. At Howard, people would always In 
talking about how bad the “block boys” were. I never ti.i< I 
any trouble with the brothers, and I couldn’t understand l In 
attitude of the Howard students. I couldn’t see why yon lud 
to be scared of each other — why you had to be scared nl 
other Black people. 

I saw my role as one of trying to get college students in 
identify with the brothers in the street. (And you didn’t ha\ ■ 
to have any other reason than developing some security l<n 
yourself when you left campus. Do it so you could feel sal < 
to walk out there among them. ) 

Negro college students have always felt themselves to In 
better than the brother on the block. Naturally, the brotln i 
would resent this and the first chance he got, he was upside 
the college student’s head. That situation can only be ovn 
come by the college student taking the initiative in ovn 
coming whatever split might exist between himself and tin 
blood on the corner. College students, however, get cauglii 
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hi ii trick, because they think that to be accepted by the 
uimig bloods, they have to be tough, be a warrior. But all 

• lirv have to do is show the brother that they respect him 
.im I that they recognize that he is a brother. All Black people 
in' involved in the same struggle. Revolutionaries are not 

• n irssarily born poor or in the ghetto. There is a role for 
wry person in revolution if he is revolutionary. You dont 

t < , vc to throw a Molotov cocktail to be a revolutionary. 

I tiii* thing which the Black college student can do is to 
In pin to legitimatize the brother’s actions — begin to articu- 
i itc 1 1 is position, because the college student has the skills 
di.it the blood doesn’t have. It reminds me of the old story 

I I ii ii it the father and his son. The son comes to the father and 
M V s, “You told me that the lion was the king of the jungle. 
C l in every story I read, the man always beats the lion. Why 

I , 1 1 iat?” The father looks at the son and says, “Son, the story 
ill always end the same until the lion learns how to write. 

II you don’t begin to tell your own story, you will always be 
\mit Jemima; you will always be “rioting. You must begin 
i.i articulate a position of your own. 

I lie Black college student, if he is revolutionary, can help 
Mark people to purge themselves of the misinformation that 
ilirv'vc been fed all their lives. White nationalism has been 

I lii'.l illod into us whether we know it or not. We have been 
i old that George Washington should be our hero. George 
Washington is no hero of Blacks. He had 13 children and 
iiuiir by Martha. They were slaves. They tell us we should 
.. lebrate Christopher Columbus’ birthday. Christopher Co- 
hnnbiis was a 15th-century Eisenhower. He was so dumb. 
II. was trying to get to India. Did you ever see where 
India is on the map? But america has the power to legiti- 
M.nti/c these people and make them heroes in our minds. 
Cuenca has negroes in the dilemma of thinking that every- 
ihii.g Black is bad. Black cows don’t give good milk; black 
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hens don’t lay eggs; black mail is bad; you wear bind 
to funerals, white to weddings; angel food cake is win!, 
devils food cake is black. And all good guys wear wlni. 
hats. And Black people fall for it. Everything Black i 
bad. That’s white nationalism. And they tell you, you r;m i 
talk about Black nationalism. So how do you combat a 
if you grow up telling your children you should res pc. t 
Santa Claus. Come December 25th Santa Claus is so wlui. 
that he slides down a black chimney and comes out whit. 
But you tell your children that Santa Claus brought thu . 
toys and you take them to see a white Santa Claus. S. . 
therefore, it becomes instilled in their minds that Saul.. 
Claus is good because Santa Claus is white. Thus, we In-Ip 
foster that type of white nationalism. You must begin In 
define for yourself; you must begin to define your Black lien 
tage. You must begin to investigate and learn on your own 
They will never tell you that Hannibal was Black. They'll 
never tell you that African societies back in the 16th cenlun 
were the most modern known at that time and that the high 
est degree of culture existed there. Every time you open .. 
book here in America, they gonna show you Uncle Tom 
cabin or they gonna show you Double-O Soul with a piece ol 
watermelon. It becomes the responsibility of the Black col 
lege student to combat this sort of thing. The education lli.il 
a Black college student gets will be irrelevant, fruitless ami 
worthless unless he uses it to define and articulate position 
that are relevant to Black people. It does you no good In 
come to school and pledge to cross the burning sand. Hell 
you ain’t never got off the burning sand! Pledging is no goo. I 
for Black people in america. When “the man” moves againsi 
you, your Omega sticker does not mean that he is going In 
pass you by. All it means is that he might take you to a dill, i 
ent camp. If you must pledge, pledge to be a revolutionai \ 
You are involved in the struggle whether you want to be 01 
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mil Your badge of involvement is your skin. Therefore, you 
nl to quit walking around talking about those people out 

I lin e acting crazy. Them!! That’s you!! Anything we do will 
Imve a profound impact on you. 

These were some of the things I learned and tried to 
n.irk out while I was Chairman of NAG, trying to ease the 
l. nsions that existed between the college students and the 
brothers on the block. It was while I was working with NAG 
dial I had the meeting at the White House with Johnson, 
w liich I mentioned earlier. A short time after that, I got this 
Idler from my draft board. Now I ain’t saying that there’s 
my connection between the two, but that’s the way the deal 
u rut down. 

Well, when I went down to Baltimore for my physical, I 
i used so much hell, they told me that I couldn’t even volun- 
li m. I talked about one dude’s mama so bad, it hurt me\ 

I I icy sent me to every doctor there. When they’d ask, Can 
win do deep knee bends, I’d say “No.” When they’d ask, 

• an you raise your right shoulder, I’d throw my right arm 
up in the air and say “No.” Anything they asked, I said 

No.” Loud and clear! “No.” 

I started raising hell the minute I hit the army base. I was 
pissed off that I even had to go over there. When I got off the 
Inis I had all my human rights and “Fuck your Mama” but- 
Inns on and I was ready! So I got off the bus and was walking 
down the middle of the street. I wouldn’t get out of the street 
uni this army truck came up behind me and was trying to 
■. I Ih rough and here’s The Rap walking down the middle of 
i I k- street. And I wouldn’t let him get past. So when I turned 
In go into this building, he pulled up beside me and said, 
I Icy buddy, I ...” I said, “I ain’t your buddy! I don’t 
I now you!” And I kept walking. I didn’t know I was going to 
i.-c that muthafucka again. So I went on down to the build- 
ing, where everybody was to assemble. While we were sitting 
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there, this army dude screamed at one of the bloods wli 
had his cap on. At that time all the block bloods wore hill 
caps and you just didn’t take your cap off for nothing < 
nobody. When he screamed at the brother to take his dam 
hat off, I screamed back: “Cut out all that goddam lmlli i 

ing!” The dude turned in my direction, but he didn’t 

who had said it. So he threw another brother out of the room 
When the cat was going out, I jumped up and said, “Wli.il 
wrong? You must be dumb or something. It wasn’t him I 
was me.” So he told me to get out. I told him, “I’ll be glad I 
get out. I didn’t want to come.” 

I went on downstairs and then I dug that the cat lun! 
no intention of letting me come back that day, which mc.ini 
I’d have to come back another day. So I went back upslan 
and stood before the whole group and started screaming on 
the fool. I told him, “Show me where headquarters is. I ll g< i 
this shit straightened out.” He said he would take me then 
Well, that was going to blow my game, ’cause I’d plain mi I 
to lie on the muthafucka, say that he was discriminatin', 
against me ’cause I had on SNCC buttons (and I figured In 
was), but he only took me far enough to point it out to nn 

I went in there and asked for the Commander. He wasn i 
in, but they gave me the dude under him. And guess who it 

was? The dude who had been driving the truck. He 

over to me and said, “Ain’t you the one that was walking in 
the street today?” I said, “Yeah, I’m the one! What about 
it?” I was in the shit then and had to play that bad gann 
So I went on and told him I’d come to see about why tin \ 
were discriminating against me because I had on SN< < 
buttons. So the cat called back over there and told ’em to Ih 
me go ahead and take the exams. So I went on back ami I 
was bad, ’cause I’d screamed on this fool in front of all I In 
brothers and shit. When I came back in, they started chon 
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Hut the dude assigned me number 100 to make me last. 
Well, I had a good thing going and they were about to 
i ile me off. There were three questions on the form that I d 
I used to answer. I’d talked to some of the brothers ahead 
I time and they’d told me to leave three questions blank: 
vie you addicted to drugs? Are you an excessive drinker? Do 
mi have homosexual tendencies? The doctor was about to 
i ile me off and he hadn’t even noticed that I’d left these 
(iiestions blank. I didn’t want to blow my thing, so I kinda 
i .muled that out to him. He said that was O.K. 

I went on back over to the big building. When I got there, 
i key'd received a call to have me sent back over to the doc- 
i,ii v So I went back and they sent me to a bunch of them 
,11 (he way up to the head one. All this time they’d been try- 
,,1 y lo make me fill out those three questions and I wouldn t. 

the head guy, a cracker named Lt. Casper, was supposed 
In |>r bad and he was going to make me fill it out. Well, he 
i.ii led woofing. I jumped on him so bad all the brothers 
lulled gathering around the door. I talked about his mama 
tiki* a dog and then jumped up and started out the door. He 
Hid, “Where’re you going?” I said, “I’m going to head- 
|iia, ters.” Yeah, I was gon’ go back to headquarters and tell 
mne more lies on them muthafuckas. 

I wont on back over there and talked to somebody else this 
Mine. I told him that Casper had said he was going to recom- 
mend that I be drafted immediately, that he had erased all 
my ailments from the form and shit like that. When I left 
licadquarters I stuck my head in Casper’s office and yelled, 
You and your grainy -mouthed mama will be in Vietnam 
In-lore me.” He told a white fellow, “That’s one of them 
.mart niggers.” 

The next time they called me down, they sent me through 
|„st. Anything I said was wrong with me, they said yes to. 
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Yeah, you got bad feet. Yeah, you got a bad shoulder. An 
thing else wrong?” They didn’t want me. I’d already told . 
that if they gave me a gun and told me to shoot my eneiie 
Id shoot Ladybird. If sanity is dropping bombs on hmn.m 
then thank goodness for insanity. 






After I left the Department of Agri- 
culture, I got a job with the poverty 
program as a neighborhood worker 
and that’s really when I began to see 
where “the man” was at. The poverty 
program was designed to take those 
people whom the government con- 
sidered threatening to the structure 
and buy them off. It didn’t address 
itself to the causes of poverty but to 
the effects of poverty. But we tried 
to do something with it. We had some 
young cats and we had some poor 
people in the program, but we really 
■ ren t the controlling force. What controlled the poverty 
|iiogram was money. They’d play dudes off against each 
oilier by promising one more money than the other and all 
l (ml kind of thing. It was the whole trick of the stick and 

I lie carrot in front of the mule. If you do a better job than 
ilns other dude, then you get this carrot. There were cats 
' lio were really hustling for that, but it didn’t make me no 
illllerence, ’cause I didn’t plan to stay there that long. I 
ilnn't hustle against other people for that money thing. You 
i,nl negroes going around now talking about Green Power 
i • better than Black Power. As long as america has the power 
in change the color of money, then money don’t mean a 
i lung. Negroes yelling Green Power and they gon’ look up 
mie day and “the man” is going to tell them that red money 
iii the only good money this week. There is no solution in 
money. “Power comes from the barrel of a gun,” like Mao 

ml, and not from the size of your bank account. 

The poverty program was an example of the government 
trying to use a little Green Power to buy people off. It at- 

I I acted some really good people who would diligently walk 



75 


those streets trying to organize people, but they didn’t ha\. 
nothing to offer them. Frustration began to set in early. An. I 
people began to see how fruitless that type of work w.. 
People would come up with really good ideas, too. 

Gaston Neal, who now heads up the New School of Ah. 
American Thought in D.C., was training at the same time I 
was. He came up with the idea of an arts festival to get all 
the people together. So he got all the local talent from 1 ) ( 
to participate in the show. Well, along comes Voice ul 
America saying that they want to tape it. Naturally, N, ,1 
tells them, “Hell no, you can’t tape the show.” And that v.i 
the correct position. Don’t let the muthafucking cracker, 
tape nothing. They just wanted to use it as propaganda m 
Africa, to try and show how happy we all are with all lie 
freedom and democracy they got here in this country, ami 
we know that’s a crock of shit. 

Well, after he told them they couldn’t tape the show, tlm 
went down to tell the head of the D.C. poverty program 
Neal came to get me. The head of the program was a negm 
of the highest order — a colored man as loyal to his masln 
as a dog. So he says, “Well, you gotta let them tape (In 
show. Neal seemed to have a fear of authority and he l<i 
that negro and his white masters, who were also there, wool 
him down. They was just there to make sure the nigger said 
the right things and to jack his ass up if he didn’t. 

Well, I jumped up and said, “Hell no. The man said you 
can’t tape the show and that means you can’t tape it.” Tin 
Voice of America muthafucka looked at me and I said 
“That’s right, you can’t tape the show.” This was right all. . 
Watts. 

Then the muthafucka went into his white psyche thin 
and come on with all this jive about how it was gonna I" 
played overseas. I said, “Well, why don’t you go on and tap. 
what’s happening in Watts and play it overseas, if you wann.i 


i .lay something?” I said, “The Voice of America is a right- 
mlng cracker organization.” I ran it down on that chump. 
Seal and the others started getting their confidence back 
main and they started saying things to him. 

I lie next trick they pulled was to say that we couldn’t 
Imve the show at all. Neal kinda looked off ’cause he didn’t 
" ant to see all the work he’d been doing going to waste. So 
I said, “Well, call it off.” I knew damned well that they 
arren’t going to call it off ’cause dudes had already passed 
tickets out all over the community and I knew the folks 
■ ould tear the place down. I called their bluff and the dudes 
I nicked down. They didn’t want to talk to me no more. They 
a anted to get Neal off to the side. I said, “Hell no. If you 
m’t talk to all of us, then you can’t talk to none of us.” 

That was one of the few power plays that we utilized. 

I got away with a whole lot of shit because I had a base in 
i lie community, plus all the local people in the program 
a imported me. I started organizing a union. But the people 
limn the downtown program began to infiltrate it and tried 
' i disrupt it, by talking about, “Let’s not have a union; let’s 
Live an association.” That was shitless. It didn’t have any 

I I nee. I was trying to organize neighborhood workers. This 
a mild really create a power base to determine who was to 
It hired, who was to be fired and what kind of salaries would 
It paid. But the thing got sidetracked into this whole asso- 

ution thing. 

but I guess because I’d tried to form a union, I became a 
marked man down on the books at the main office. So they 
u led to buy me off and give me a job up there. I went up to 
■cl interviewed. I thought I would fool with the muthafuckas 
i little, ’cause I didn’t want that kind of a job. I went to 
murk when I got ready. I came home to sleep when I got 
"M(ly. What did I want with a job up there? 

So I continued working in the community until this whole 
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police-community relations thing came up. You know 1 1, 
police should have better relations with the community .m 
the community should realize that the policeman is I In 
friend and all that shit. I got switched to the police i on 
munity relations program, which was O.K. with me ’can . 
wanted to jack up the police anyway. 

Well, they began setting up meetings between the com. 
munity and the police. The police came in there witli lie. 
white attitude. So I used to just rip their ass. Colored < up 
and white cops. They told me to come over to the preem. 
and talk to the Captain. I went on over there and the cra< I ■ 
was trying to get me to be a policeman. I told him I wa i. 
interested and I had a record. He said, “Oh, that’s ( ) h 
Thats O.K. I told him that I just wasn’t interested. So I. 
said. We 11 get you for a policeman before it’s over. We ll r. - 
you.” That was as much proof as I needed to know that llm 
muthafuckas was crazy. Rap Brown, policeman! Get to lli.ii 

I went over there one other time to talk with this Capl.n 
about the police messing with some people. I told him iln 
the community was about to explode if he didn’t do cerl.n 
things. I told him that wed unleash the people on his i 
So they started doing things like integrating patrol cap. I 

really showed me how much the structure feared our 

munity and that the strength really lies in that commnml \ 
The cops aint worth shit if a million muthafuckas decide i. 
kick their ass. Some cops obviously know that but it’s tin i, 
dumb cops that they don t discipline or restrain — the craclu 
cops from North Carolina, Virginia, Mississippi and A I ■ 
bama. But we must understand that the cops are not tin 
only problem. Cops serve the system, just like the arm\ i. 
Vietnam. The system allows cops to be what they arc I. 
D.C., they recruit actively down south for policemen. Mu i 
of the negro cops in D.C. have a high school degree ami 
two or three years of college, while the white cops dm. 

78 


ci i finish high school. But the people with position are 
lulc cops — all the way down the line. Out of the 16 or 17 
.. cincts in Black D.C., they had one negro Captain, seven 
. i’m Lieutenants, 13 or 14 Sergeants in a police force of 

5,000 odd men. So I would attack the chumps on that. 

flic poverty program was an experience in terms of what 
| l.c government was gonna do and what they were capable 
I doing, because it was nothing more than a way to buy off 
• i lain people. It never dealt with the causes of poverty. I 
line to the conclusion that this just ain’t it. One day when 
. lie Director told us to go from house to house and get peo- 
ple's names on a list, I finally split. I wasn’t for that! That 
.isn’t organizing and I told him so. He said, “Well, this is 
lint you’re going to do.” So everybody went out and they 
cie bringing back these lists with 40 and 70 and 500 names 
.ml I brought back one, mine. Then the Associate Director 
decided he was gonna chastise me and he says, “O.K., I got 

‘thing I want you to do. I want you to transfer these 

u imcs to file cards.” I said, “Naw, man. That’s secretarial 
in k and that ain’t my job.” “Well, that’s what I want you to 
.In." So I said, Groovy, and I took the cards and a piece of 
1 1 . 1 per and wrote my letter of resignation and gave him the 
mis and the letter. The Director called me in and asked me 
ms I sure this was what I wanted to do. I told him that I 
i. isn’t about to sit there and write names on cards. He said, 
I hat’s your decision.” And I said, “Yeah, that’s my deci- 
. It in.” And I split. 
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Ever since Ed and I have been active 
in the Movement we’ve always car- 
ried our guns. I’ve always had the 
utmost confidence in me and the gun. 
Give me a gun before you even give 
me somebody to work with. A gun 
won’t fail you. People will. I found 
that out early. I never went on any 
large demonstrations ’cause I knew 
that if somebody hit me I just wasn’t 
going to stand there and take no 
beating. I’ve been tear-gassed, but 
they’ve never put dogs on me or noth- 
ing like that. The whole thing is that 
• I you can woof and woof hard enough and long enough 
mil be willing to back it up, few people will push you. I’ve 
Im rn in a lot of police stations and I’ve never been beaten. 
I ve never been hit in a police station ’cause I make it very 

■ Irur that if you get me, I’m gonna get me somebody. And 
tin' cops don’t know which one of ’em it’s going to be. I tell 
i in, “I’m gonna just work on one muthafucka. I don’t care 
••limit the rest of y’all. I know y’all gonna get to me sooner 
H later, but I’m gonna get me one, you can believe that.” 
Ain’t no fool called my bluff yet. And if they ever do, I 
l now I can back it up. 

I very body’s able to defend themselves, but few are will- 
ing. You got to be able and willing. That’s the whole con- 
n'pl. All my life that’s what’s been preserving me. And I 

■ li nit think there’s any need for me to change. Nonviolence 
might have been tactically correct at one time in order to 

1 1 some sympathy for the Movement, but for me as an 
individual, it just never worked. And I didn’t try to con- 
i nice myself that it would work. 

When I was in school and I’d be coming off the block late 
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at night, white folks always used to try messing with an 
blood they saw by pointing their little peashooters out lb 
window and simple shit like that. This one night, I w.i 
making it on in and two jive muthafucking white dud' 
passed by in a black ’50 Ford and gave me the finger. N" 

I realize that I could’ve let it pass and just shrugged it nil 
but I figured that the dudes didn’t have no right to do dial 
So I screamed at ’em: “Fuck your mammy!” They tin m . I 
around and came back. It was two of them and just me. 
they must’ve figured I was gonna run. I ran. Sho’ did. Han 
and picked up a beer bottle, broke the bottom off and 
started running toward ’em. Well, they got on the other side 
of the intersection and were screaming, “We see that boltli 
you got! We see it!” I was steady woofing at them mutli.i 
fuckas. All the time, though, I was hoping that some ol m> 
boys would just happen to be coming through. Bui I In 
crackers wouldn’t come across the street where I was. Tin 
just stood over there and hollered. This old cracker wa 
passing by and he asked ’em what was wrong. They said l 
started some shit with ’em. Well, this old white dude cun 
vinced ’em that they should go ahead and leave me alum 
’cause there wasn’t no sense in them crossing the street i. 
where I was and getting cut up. So they split. It was then t li.it 
I decided to start carrying a gun. I figured that if the poli< < 
could carry a gun to police my community, then I should 
carry one to police them and the other uppity crackers. I In 
first gun I owned I stole from a sporting store when I v.i 
fourteen. 

I’ve been around guns all my life, so it’s never been a lm 
thing with me. My old man hunts, and you talk aboul . 
dude who can shoot. That man could hit a gnat in the na\ . I 
from 400 yards with a B.B. gun. I ain’t lying. He took im 
and Ed hunting once. I must have been about twelve m 
thirteen. It was cold! Jim, it was cold! I ain’t never seen ii 
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m> cold. It was cold as polar bear shit. He’d bought us some 
m liber boots, but he didn’t really hip us as to what to put 
"ii in those boots, so I just put on a pair of nylon socks and 
mi shoes or nothing. And that cat took us out in the woods 
iiliout ten or eleven o’clock and walked us till about three 
in I lie morning. We carried the gun and the game and we 
never shot the whole night. He’d shoot and put it in the 
Hug and we’d have to carry it around. So we didn’t go hunt- 
ing with him no more. I used to hunt a lot by myself. But 
n iv old man! He can shoot! If you ain’t three miles away, 
limi t fuck with him. Get out of range of the gun, ’cause if 
lie can see you, he can hit you. 

To my knowledge, though, my ol’ man never used a gun 
ugainst anybody. He used to box, so he didn’t need to pull 
i gun. He’s a big ol’ dude. About 230 pounds and he stands 
uliout six foot one. My old man can pick up a 500-pound 
"il barrel and walk away with it. He don’t have to worry 
i Ik nit shooting nobody. But it seemed to me that my old 
man was always more ready to whip me than the folks who 
•mghta be whipped. Like the first time I got arrested. I was 
lilleen or sixteen at the time. Me and my man Freddie Wil- 
liams were coming home from school and I was carrying 
my book bag. Naturally, there weren’t any books in the bag. 
Just my gun. So Freddie had to stop in this store downtown 
and I went in with him. It was around Christmas time. 
Well, you know how white folks watch niggers when they 
".ii in stoi'es. I wasn’t hanging around the merchandise or 
nothing, but when I walked out, this cracker store detec- 
tive walks up to me and says, “Lemme see what you got in 
that bag.” I said, “What you mean, let you see?” Cause I 
t new I had my shit in the bag and I wasn’t for letting the 
muthafucka see it. Well, he called a cop over and pulled 
Ins gun, so I said, “Well, solid.” The cop looked in the bag, 
mil naturally he saw what I had inside. He called the sta- 
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tion and they took me in and booked me. Well, my ol' m 
came down, bitching and woofing and raising hell, lin l 
was all directed at me. I told him, “You don’t have to y 
me out. He got me out, but he kept on bitching at m. 
said, Dig, I didn’t get out just to hear all this shit " It, 
hes moaning about how it’s Christmas time and he used , 

the money to get me out on bond. That was all he eon I 
think of. 


Folks have always had difficulty trying to deal «n 
the fact that I carry a gun. Even people in SNCC. II, 
1 st time I got busted in Alabama, it was on a conceal, 
weapon charge, and people in the Atlanta SNCC nl||< 
wanted to know why I had a gun. This was in 1966 wl„ , 
SNCC was talking Black Power. They debated over wild I,. 

or not to get me out of jail and they didn’t. Ed pi 

my bond. That was some shaky muthafucking shit Hi, 
I made it very clear to them. Yeah, I would give up m 

.38 when they gave me a laser gun. If you re gonna u 

at the muthafucka, then I’m gon’ carry some shit to I >.,, I 

up the woof. They could put me out of the organi/al 

but they weren’t taking my gun. I knew that bubble g„„ 
and rocks ain’t no good against that other shit. The uni 
thing “the man’s” going to respect is that .45 or .38 you rd 
That s what it all boils down to. 


A lot of people, though, are afraid to defend their n« 
lives. They re afraid to take a chance for their own libci. 
tion. But there’s no other way to be free unless you p, 
your life on the line. A lot of people are mad at me mm 
because they say that me and Carmichael and other dud, 
whove been out there talking are only setting the stage I . . 
the extermination of Black people. Well, if 30 million pm 
pie have to go to free the people in Vietnam and Afri, . 
fuck it. We’ve been living too long anyway. Only peopl. 
who’ve never lived fear death. If you’ve lived, you kw.v 
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• i ll death is part of the process. A lot of people say that it’s 
'(’icttable that Malcolm got killed. But Malcolm was not 
individual. His life didn’t belong to him. No revolution- 

■ i v can claim his life for himself. The life of the revolu- 
"'iiary belongs to the struggle. Malcolm, like Che, is not 
I' id, because he was totally committed to the struggle. The 
iily people who should make any kind of statement of re- 
i <1 over Malcolm’s death are Malcolm’s family. Death is the 

i i icc of revolution. Malcolm assumed that responsibility 
'ini lie knew what role he was playing. The shame is that 
die people who’re going around screaming Malcolm now 

■ nuldn’t listen to Malcolm when he was living. 

Malcolm was the first Black leader to come out and tell 

black people that they had a right to defend their own lives, 
i >1 course, it was negroes who needed to hear that, not 
lllacks. The brother on the block carried a knife in his 
■liaper. He knew where it was at. America doesn’t rule the 
" odd with love. It rules with guns, tanks, missiles, bombs, 
i lie Army, Air Force, Navy and the Marines. When america 
lights a nonviolent war, I’ll become nonviolent. But I ain’t 
'oil' hold my breath waiting for that day to come around. 
I’cople want to say that I preach violence. I preach a re- 
ponse to violence. Meet violence with violence. If you’re 
minding your business and someone starts fucking with 
on, he’s being violent, because he’s infringing on your hu- 
in. in rights. It’s your responsibility to jump back at the 
iniilhafucka and make him back down or fight. If you don’t, 
In- knows that you’re scared and that he can control you 
nid that’s your ass. 

In ’66 and ’67 when I was working in Greene County, 
\labama, for SNCC, I was always having confrontations 
Mill honkies who thought I shouldn’t be there organizing 
black people or didn’t like the way I carried myself. I knew 
i hat it was my job and my responsibility to work for the 
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° f n m J P e °P Ie and anybody who tried to slop „ 
might get killed. 1 

From the first day I got to Greene County, the h„„b 
ed to run me out. I was driving down to see Mr ( 

on the F 15 n^ that WaS the ^didate for si,,,. 

were fl Free ?° m i ^ ^ d ° ing about 70 or 80 and ih, ,. 
were these honkres picketing this electrical work con,,,,,, 

T , r ° Ugh tber f and h °nkies screamed something , 

in the ireW K ° f n the brakes and ba cked up. Wasn’t nob,',, I 
f V h ar . bat n ; e and George Greene and George , 
take no shit off white folks, either. And, of course, Aa.l 

say^TThis^ “t’ & "m' I backed up and said > “What’d y 

thlt fast nt y Said ’ r id d ° nt be COmin S through h, „ 
at fast. Don t you see those men over there?” They w, „ 

over on the other side of the road. I said, “What you . 

; n f 3 aw ’ 1 ** 

Mr a W U iust drove off - 1 went on dow " 

Mr. Gilmores. He wasn t at home, so I turned around •„„) 

f thr ° U ? h ther6 ’ d ° ing 80 a g ai n- I saw the honk, 

catch"! c^ k f r nm , and get in his car, but they con 

catch me. So I turned off to the side of the road „„l 

S » Zn Th t0 PU ! 1 behind me - 1 «>t a»l , 

d my gun with me. And even though he saw my gun l„ 

was going to try and scare me. So I said, “What you w -i„, 

You trying to catch me?” “I told you not to go thro, ' I, 

here again, he said. I said, “Who in the fuck are you 

y ou am t the police, you ain’t got a damned thing-', 

say to me. I was woofing at the chump and Geo.e, 

reene got out the other side of the car. This other crack,-! 

though, who had acted the fool and jumped in the 

:xr ns no ' ing - He iusi sat ^ 

So the honky says, “Vou just come through there like tin, 
one more ..me!'- I told him, "You better g l the 


.,,,1111(1 me. That’s what you’d better do, boy.” And that’s 
I, itl lie did. This kind of thing happens all the time. White 
i ,1 k s feel that they just got to chastise Black people. If it 
1 ,,l been a white boy, he wouldn’t have jumped in his car 
nil gone chasing him. So, I just had to put him in his place. 

| usl before I left Alabama, I pulled my gun on a sheriff 
■ nil two deputies. I had gone to see this girl that I’d met in 
, I ma. She was working with the Department of Labor. 
I,,- traveled in an integrated team and had this white girl 
mIIi her. They were going to some place called Jackson, 
U.ibama, which is 50 miles from Mobile. I went down to 
,|M*nd a couple of days with her when this white girl was 
ruing to New Orleans or somewhere. The white folks in 
town were already suspicious, ’cause they didn’t like the 
two of them living and working together. I guess the hotel 
nnist’ve had the line tapped, ’cause they knew I was coming. 

I hey were trying to lay a trap, as I soon found out, so they 
would have an excuse to get the two chicks out of the area. 

Well, I drove into town carrying my riot gun. Had me 
i riot gun, a .12 gauge that would shoot seven times and 
, Imnk bricks for a half hour. You were supposed to plug it. 
Hut I wasn’t about to. 

I went down there and I had brought some rum with me, 
, we were copping some t.v. and were gon’ drink some mm 
■a id just party. All of a sudden I heard a key turn in the 
iloor. The sister had put the chain on, so when they pushed 
it, the chain held the door. I looked out the door and saw 
,11 these crackers out there. My first reaction was, what the 
luck is going on? I jumped up and got my gun. 

They had on ordinary clothes and they looked like regu- 
lar ol’ crackers. Then I dug that they had guns and I real- 
ized that I was standing right in front of them. So I moved 
In the side of the door. One of ’em says, “I’m the sheriff.” I 
said, “You got to do better than that.” So he put his little 
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badge through the door "O.K. What you want?" He 

Open tl,e door. I said, “She-e-it But the chick kepi , , 
g Open the door, open the door.” So I decided l„ I, 
them in cause I had the drop on ’em. 

in S r° h C !°r d the d ° 0r and took the chain off and let 

Sheriff f i he gUn ° n T’ SO if they moved > 1 moved. II,. 
sheriff had a camera in his hand and the other cracker I,,, l 

the P1 t ° ' 1 '!? dr ° P ° n >em and the muthafucka xv.,1, 
. P lst o J eased ,t down when he saw that. So I’m stand,,,, 

andnnt a^Sd T T*® P * g 6aSed throu g h 

hmk a ” ^ ^ Head - “ A11 right ‘ Dr °P tha t mull, , 

feel 11 i n f " W f S U ? againSt my head so hard I could 

Tht’s th V i C iambei - S ° 1 figUred > Well, sol., I 
ats the way the deal goes down sometimes. “You „,i 

me * 1 said ’ and 1 P ut my shit down. Then he told me I «•' , 
under arrest. 

Well you know me. By now this was just routine so I 
■said, Under arrest! For what?” Hell, I could think of fo,p 
charges myself. I knew damned well they wasn’t gon’ le, , 
nigger get the drop on the sheriff and then let him go l„,i 
you got to stay on the offensive all the time. “What’ you 
mean I m under arrest? For what, goddammit?” I was wool 
mg like a champ. Well, the muthafucka said I was undo, 
arrest for fornication and a violation of prohibition. It was 
a diy county and we were drinking rum. Then he looked al 
ie riot gun and said, “Also, a violation of the Federal Fire 

sZrtl’ B' t th S gUn ^ T SW ” 1 Said ’ “ Naw > ain’t too 
short. But they arrested me and the sister. It was her first 

ime going to jail and it really upset her. Her first cours, 
m being a sho-nuf nigger. I was impressed at the way she 
maintained herself and I wondered how many other Levs 
in situations similar to ours would be as together as she was 
( ine test will come.) 

They took us to the jail, which was about 17 miles away. 


Alien we got there I found out that they knew who I was, 
,l,n I worked for and what time I’d left Selma. The camera 
„l been brought over to take pictures, for evidence. They 
I, ought we were screwing and they were going to take pic- 
ul, s for the trial, or for their wives— one of the two. Forni- 
i,l ion (screwing) is against the law. If they really tried to 
u force that law, there’d be a revolution tomorrow. But to 
,, n have laws like that shows how messed up white peo- 
ple are. This country is probably the only country in the 
s\ or Id with a law against screwing. 

I he charges against the sister were eventually dropped. 
I l,e government provided her defense, and me, well, I had 
i,, defend myself. This was not my first time having to do 
this, and, although I have never won a case, I was ready. 
My defense was sound, too sound. After the conviction, the 
|, „ Ige said since I knew so much about law, he was going 
In give me some time to study. The only way I finally got 
nut of that was that my main man, Howard Moore, SNCC 
iiltorney in Atlanta, came and bought me for $200 and 
brought me back to outside slavery. 
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SNCC, as an organization, had come 
into Alabama after the summer of 
1964, following the Mississippi chal- 
lenge. People were sent in to organize 
Black voters. I went to work in 
the state in the fall of ’66. The elec- 
tion was coming up, and Carmichael 
who was Chairman then had appoint- 
ed Stanley Wise to coordinate it. We 
had candidates running in Lowndes 
County, Dallas County, and poten- 
tially, Greene County, where I was 
working. However, in Greene County 
we would have to fight just to get 
i lie candidates on the ballot. I was director of the Greene 
i minty Project. George Greene was the first cat to come 
"Ver. Marc Lewis, who later proved to be one of the hardest 
workers, came next. Eric Jones, my roommate from Wash- 
ington D.C., decided to take a year off from school to come 
ind work. That was staff for a good while. Later, a cat 
nmned Snake came over from Mississippi. 

At first, we just spent our time going to meetings and get- 
ting to know the people, just basic organizing. As it got 
* loser to election time, we found out that the power struc- 
ture didn’t have any intention of putting the Black candi- 
dates’ names on the ballot. So we began to talk about a “Free- 
dom Election,” which would create a parallel government; 
lllack people are 87% of the country. We were trying to get 
people to see that people are the real government. Establish 
your own government in opposition to this corrupt govern- 
ment and if it calls for a confrontation, be prepared for that. 

I lien let the federal government decide whose government 
is legitimate. ( We talked about the federal government com- 
ing into it just to get people to move in the direction of local 
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self-government. I knew, however, whieh side , 1 , , 
government would take 1 p„ n i u , e l,lr 1 

a-spsi 

It was surprising what started to develon th , , 
Ime negro leadership, the ministers, and even Mr ( I 

d dn, wane t0 be , aW|ed (he Mac . Mr <.,,, 

had some experience working with SCr C I u 
•n that integration bag and heTiked to t^ r " ' 

to talk to white folks and shit like that But w 1111 " 

vXtaga P bl P W P,e ° Ul the 

let Jhe people decide Thoft^wid" °"' n *° 

I went d a ow„ a ,„"n k Get: e e '“ H ° n ’ Green. , 

While we were there the § ^ S j lnS t0 buy an axe 

and arrestedTs f^ranl ££ Zl ?£? * - 

ready. What I need to steal a gun for? bL ft , “ 

on atWbtnd a0h ° n " n,il af,<!r ‘ he eleclion - Thiy h.'j.V 

that "■ 

we had mounted in fh#* ^ P ressui( ‘ d 

that the Freed™ nd datesT^ ^ 
although Alabama has a law „hi ch 7 a U,e «'"' 

ra n :'^rr ee,tog ' ^ 1 

tZmt™ ° f “ er ' Efct 

poned, we wen, „“ r 7°°^ had b “" l 1 "' 

defense positions there for ^ZniZZJlrL 
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i lie honkies were preparing some shit. They were pretty 
■ il oil, not only about niggers being on the ballot, but 
i •.its voting. So everybody was armed. White folks jumped 
.1 brother over in Fort Deposit. Niggers didn’t do nothing, 
I Irlt. I thought that we should at least jack up 10 or 12 

■ li MTS. 

When we got back to Greene County, we found out that 
mge Wallace said his wife had won every county but one 
< h eene County. No greater tribute could have been paid 
t 'im work than that. Wallace said that his wife lost Greene 

I ' unity because of the Black Power niggers over there. 

\lter the elections, Carmichael asked me to take over the 
hit r of Alabama, to become state project director. It was 
. nice title, but I was still starving. Up in Greene County, 
' i used to starve like dogs. The house we lived in didn’t have 
ii inning water and it had newspapers on the walls and the 

I I no is. Folks in the community would feed you if they re- 
pented your work, and they fed us a lot even though they 
m ic starving too. We couldn’t expect them to feed us all of 
i lie time, so I’d go down to the P&B and liberate food. 

The most gratifying and rewarding experiences in this 
held of work come from the relationship that is developed 
between the people you work with and for. In Alabama 
I here was one man who earned the respect of all the staff. 
Strong individuals are not uncommon in the struggle. This 
man, however, became an image that inspired in us a new 
dimension of Black peoplehood. Here was a man who placed 
l lie good of people before personal interest and safety. His 
involvement in the struggle was complete. And next to his 
family of ten children, this struggle was his greatest concern, 
lie called his friends, “fellow,” and because this was his 
favorite word most of his friends called him the same. I 
called him Mr. Jackson, Mr. Matthew Jackson, because of 
the respect I had for him. Mr. Jackson had become a legend 
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in his own time. He was thought of by staff as beiny 1 1. 
baddest man in Alabama. Ralph Featherstone could l .til 
about experiences that he and Mr. Jackson had with crack ■ . 
that would make us wonder if Featherstone was lying. Me 
knowing Mr. Jackson, we assumed them to be true. IF 
ever, Mr. Jackson represented much more than just a 1 >.*■ I 
man; to us he was a complete individual. His education li.F 
come as a result of living. 

Although he was not unusually large physically, one am hi 
sense by his very presence his enormous strength I mil. 
spiritually and physically. And though he was fighting man - 

endless war with age, it appeared that he had won 

battles than he had lost. We all knew that this was a gum I 
man to have on our side. Mr. Jackson would always sa\ 
“Fellow, I can’t take it but so far, then it’s up to you, I dom 
fought my best fight.’’ I would always tell him, “Man, wail 
till you get my age, you don’t know what trouble is. And 
he would smile and say, “Fellow, you all right.” Mr. Jackson 
could work until people who were just looking at him began 
to sweat. I would go in the field in the early morning willi 
him and leave at noon to go out in the county, and when I 
came back around six he would still be working. And then 
he would come to meeting later that night. 

Once SNCC assigned people to a county, it was up to them 
to find places to live and food to eat. It was because of Mi 
Jackson that those who went to Lowndes didn’t have mucli 
trouble in doing either. Anything SNCC people needed tliai 
was around, was shared with them. Mr. Jackson gave all <>l 
his children to the Movement. His sons James, Leon and 
Johnnie all joined staff of the national organization of SN( '< 
Bob Mants, who was SNCC’s top organizer and backbone <>l 
the Lowndes County Movement, was responsible for thcii 
political education. People throughout the county even now 
talk about some of the things Bob and the Jackson sons did 
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I, lackson was especially fond of children and he had the 
III, capacity to love them of any man I can , vemembe n 

said th/t next to himself, Mr. Jackson is the most com- 
ii i • t e revolutionary living. We all learned a lot from** mam 
|„ February a brother named Buttercup was killed by 
1 ! c cop in Autaugua County. This county is famous for 
things* Pratt Mountain, which is the state meeting p ace 
7 S Mu. Ban and Ladybird’s plantation. I was 
Invited over from Selma (which is where ouytate offlee . 
i ill Iw enmp neople who lived m Prattville, y 

"here Buttercup was killed. I had to travel by myself ’cause 
we didn’t have enough staff and I couldn’t tatepe^fr® 

1 1 ier projects. I went over and organized a political organ 
I il!n and^defensive organization. They were strong became 
there were a lot of young brothers i n therm . One > n f 5 
people in Prattville wanted to march down to see the mayo 
,d the sheriff. I knew it wouldn’t do any good, but I didnt 
w 1 o top that kind of action. It was a positive step^o I 
Okav we’ll -o see the sheriff and the mayor. When 
; ,d go? do y wlwn there were only about three or four 
ackers standing around. They started getting nas y 
Ihc Black folks and the bloods were just taking it. So I 
“creaming on .he cache.. You've ^go, ,o , imp ant m 

people’s minds .ha, you don, g ' . ™ *£ £ £ people 
equal as any human. So, 1 started signuy s , the 

were laughing and appreciating i • s ’ g 

i -ffP Hp’c soared to come out here and talk to us. oo 

henff. “T’ll talk to anybody who lives 

the sheriff came out and said 1 11 talk to anyo y 
,n this county. The rest of y all got to get out. That meant 
me and Jake, a SNCC brother who was working with me 
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the time, and a white chick who was a reporter foi tl> 
Southern Courier. She was a pain in the ass. So me anil |.il • 
went on out. Well, the word had gotten out that Black lull 
were downtown. While we were standing outside, the ci;u I 
ers started gathering around and this stupid, jive repoiii 
chick came looking up in our faces asking stupid quest urn 
Each time she’d get next to Jake he would move over to n> 
other side, keeping me between him and the bitch. Finally I 
told her to get away from us and that we had nothing to sa\ 
So we decided to sit in the car. Then she came over to tin 
car talking about can she get in the car. I said, “You belli . 
get away from this car.” 

The crackers were really coming out in force now. This nm 
cracker ran across the street and made a telephone call ami 
then soon after someone drove up and gave him a pistol 
Some of ’em had pistols sticking out of their belts. |aki 
started saying, “Let’s go, man. Let’s get the fuck out of lien 


I told him, “No, we can’t leave the people like that. \\ ■ 
brought them down here and we got to wait for ’em.” Tin 
mayor and sheriff were really setting the people up becair.i 
they were letting the white local forces gather. 

A state trooper car pulled up and Jake said, “Oh, Lawil I 
know the shit’s gonna start now. They gon’ start some shit 
He wasn’t lying about that. These muthafuckas were fan inn 
for starting shit. They had on black leather jackets and tln\ 
pulled up where the crackers were standing. The cracker, 
jumped up on the trooper’s car letting us know that tlicsi 
were their boys. Then another trooper car pulled up ami 
Jake says, “Lawd man, let’s go.” I guessed we both wen 
scared, but I just wasn’t for leaving our people in the sheri 1 1 
office, ’cause I didn’t know what was gonna break when tlie\ 
came out. I was hoping they would hurry up and come out 
before the crowd got too big. 

Finally they came out, and you’ve never seen anything su 
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Itruutiful. Those young brothers came out there woofing, 
illddy-bopping and raising hell. They had won their con- 

tation. They had met “the man’ and found out that 

w hen you stop being controlled by fear, then the people you 
,vrre once afraid of are afraid of you. 
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In May of 1967 I was elected Chair- 
man of SNCC. It was not a position 
which I sought, but people seemed to 
feel that I would be a good one to ar- 
ticulate the positions of the organiza- 
tion. Even though the press began 
projecting me as a “Black Power lead- 
er” and all that kind of mess, I knew 
that it didn’t matter what position a 
dude had, it didn’t mean he was a 
leader, even if he had the title of 
Chairman or President. The leader 


might be a dude in the organization 
who ain’t got no title, no office. When 
I was head of SNCC, that’s all I was. I was not a leader of 
Black people. I had a public platform because I was Chair- 
man of SNCC and therefore what I said got heard by a 
lot of people. But I don’t think I can articulate the senti- 
ments of Black folks any better than the brothers and sisters 
did in Detroit. I’m just in a position where maybe I can 
explain what the brother is talking about, because there’re 
a lot of negroes who don’t understand. That does not mean 
leadership. 

It was obvious when I became Chairman that I was in for 


trouble. For a year, “the man” had let Carmichael travel 
around the country talking about Black Power and “the 
man” realized that he had made a serious mistake. He recog- 
nized too late that Black people, like the Vietnamese people, 
were escalating their war of liberation. So it was clear to me 
that if Black people began to respond by accepting a revolu- 
tionary analysis, “the man” was going to try and silence me. 
But if you’re serious you don’t worry about things like that. 
You do your job and you’re either carried off the battlefield 
or you walk off victorious. 
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The first move that the government made against me c am. 
in the last week of July, ’67, when I went to speak in Cam 
bridge, Maryland. I almost missed going to Cambric lr. 
Gloria Dandridge, who was Gloria Richardson when she In I 
the Cambridge Movement, set up a speaking engagement !m 
me down there. Id been to Cambridge when she was lead 
ing the Movement there, so I was familiar with what I i.k I 
been happening. 

I was scheduled to speak at 7;30 at night, but I missed 
the bus. So I had to fly to Baltimore and then take anotlic i 
chartered flight. I got to Cambridge about an hour late and 
the people were still waiting. Well, the Black communilc 
was full of negro cops. And there were white cops and 
National Guardsmen on Race Street. That’s the street which 
divides the Black community from the white. They wen 
stationed in front of all the stores. 

I spoke and afterwards I went up to the local office of (In 
Movement. There wasn’t anything going on. People wen 
just standing around talking, both in the office and out on I In 
street and everything was cool. There was this young sislci 
who wanted us to walk her home because she was afraid 
She lived near Race Street and she was afraid of all those 
white cops that were stationed down there. So I was walking 
down the street with her and I noticed that everybody who 
was around was walking with us. They were just tagging 
along behind us, which ain’t too cool a thing to do. We gol 
about halfway down the street and somebody opened fin 
from some bushes which were behind me. So people began 
to scatter. I got shot — I was hit in the head with some of tin 
shotgun pellets. I dove on the ground and rolled over up 
against this wooden fence. There were three of us trapped 
out there — a girl, another brother and myself. The cops win. 
were doing the shooting just kept shooting. For about five 
minutes they sustained their fire and they were steadib 


knocking splinters out of that fence. And you talk about 
getting low. The Vietcong ain’t had nothing on me about get- 
ling low. The brother was getting kind of nervous and 
wanted to tiy and get out of there. I figured the safest thing 
to do was to stay low because I didn’t know whether there 
were other cops around just waiting for us to try and make a 
inn for it. But he wanted to get on out and he told me to 
get up and let him by. I told him that I wasn’t about to get 
up. So he crawled around me and went about 15 yards and 
lie found a gate that was open. He yelled back and told us 
so [ crawled on down there. The girl was too scared to move. 
|ust as I got to the gate, he struck a match to light a cigarette. 

Put that match out!” I told him but by then the police had 
seen the match and opened fire on us. By that time, though, 

I was through the gate. 

We got away and I went to somebody’s house to try and 
get myself a little first aid. I was still bleeding. The people 
slopped the bleeding and got me to a doctor’s office. He gave 
me some kind of shot, which made me dizzy. By this time 
the brothers had heard what had happened and they were 
mad and had gone home to get their pieces. 

I went back out in the streets to see what was going on. 
the brothers were out and they were hiding on both sides 
ul the street so that if any crackers came down through 
lliere, they had them in a cross fire. The only thing wrong 
was that the brothers would’ve ended up shooting each 
other, because they had their cross fire laid out wrong. So 
I told ’em. I left after that. 

The next day, while in Washington, D.C., I heard that 
lliere was a 13-state federal warrant out for my arrest. 
So I called William Kunstler, SNCC’s New York attorney and 
lie told me that the FBI had contacted him and wanted to 
work out some way for me to surrender. I said, “Surrender!! 
She - e - it.” Kunstler decided that I should come to New 
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York and surrender there. Well, I wasn’t in favor of mu 
rendering. Let the muthafuckas come and get me. Howcvn 
I knew this was not the time, so I said, O.K., and told him 
that Id come up the next day. The whole thing was sel n| 
for the following noon. 

The next day I went to National Airport to catch the phim 
to New York and surrender. When I left the house lh.il 
morning I saw this dude standing outside and I knew ho u ,i 
the man. When I got to the airport, I thought the Kill 
was having a convention, there were so many of them I 
was dressed in my dungarees so it was obvious that I wasn't 
trying to sneak out of town. Wasn’t no way in the world I 
could disguise myself and I didn’t see no point in trying In 
hide. I hadn t done a damned thing but exercise my right In 
‘Free Speech.” 

I went on down and got a shuttle pass and the airpml 
police came up to me. “Are you Rap Brown?” I said, “Yeali 
“Would you come with us?” I said, “For what?” “There's 
warrant out for your arrest.’ I said, “I know it. I’m going In 
New York to surrender to the Federal Bureau of Faggol . 
That’s where I’m on my way to now.” They said, “Well, \m 
have to notify the authorities.” I said, “Good. Call the Kill 
because the agreement was made with them.” Well, the a 
called the muthafuckas and the pigs denied it so they came 
back with some more pigs. I called Kunstler and explained 
to him what had happened. It was obvious to me by tli.ii 
time that I had been the victim of a setup. They’d nevn 
intended to let me get to New York. They could’ve arrested 
me there in Washington because they knew where I was 
staying. But they wanted to make it appear as if I was trying, 
to run away. 

I was arrested and taken to Alexandria, Virginia, and was 
in the custody of the Virginia authorities. They put me in 
jail and sent this negro FBI agent to interrogate me. I blew 


that bootlicker’s mind. I told him, “Now, you know why they 
sent you in here. If I was Bobby Baker, you wouldn’t be here. 
You wouldn’t be nowhere around here. Only reason they 
sent you in here is ’cause they think I’m gon’ talk to you 
because you’re cullard.” I laughed at him. “I know you got 
a little tape recorder on you.” He come asking me what I 
1 bought of Mao. I told him, “You raised the subject, you talk 
about it. Otherwise let’s talk about these crackers.” I said, 
Did you know that Hoover is a faggot — your boss?” I asked 
I dm, “Did he ever hit on you?” So he got scared and left. 

Well, they took me down to be arraigned. By this time my 
lawyer had come down from New York. The deal was that 
I be federal government would drop the charges about me 
being a fugitive, but Virginia would re-arrest me to be held 
for extradition to Maryland. 

When the federal government released me, I was on fed- 
eral property and I decided to stay because the Virginia 
authorities couldn’t arrest me as long at I was on federal 
property. ( So the story goes. ) Well, the federal government 
ejected me from the building. When I got out on the steps, 
a lot of Black folks had come over from Washington, D.C. 
I told them to bring me some lumber. They could have my 
40 acres and a mule, I was setting up camp right there on the 
steps. Well, that’s when a little shoving contest began. The 
federal marshalls tried to shove me off the steps and I shoved 
them and they shoved me and eventually they shoved me 
on out into the street where I was arrested by the Virginia 
cops. They also arrested my man, Donald Brown, who was 
then a student at Howard. I guess they didn’t want anything 
brown in their white town. 

They put me in the city jail in Alexandria and when the 
Black community got the word they came down to the jail. 
I heard a lot of noise and I didn’t find out until later that 
they had come down there and were willing to break me 
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out. And who stopped them? The militants! The so-o:i 1 1> ■ I 
revolutionaries! “Don’t you see all them guns?” Well, lli. 
people saw all the guns. If they could’ve broken in thru 
and gotten me out, I was for leaving with ’em. But iln 
militants were out there stopping the revolutionary prove. 
That showed me where the militants were at. If the revolt i 
tion is abortive, it’ll be because of them. They’re the pcopli 
who talk the most and when it comes time for action, (In \ 
won’t shut up. They gon’ stop the people. 

Half of the Black “militants” ain’t nothing but a bunch <>l 
potheads, bootleg preachers and coffeehouse intellectual . 
They are caught up in that whole identity thing. They just 
discovered that they were Black, because they were working 
so hard all their lives to be white. They’re further away from 
being revolutionaries than the poor people who are not 
militantly political. But the coffeehouse intellectual, the 
Black militant, thinks he’s political because he reads Fanon 
Books don’t make revolutionaries. I contend that the Black 
people who burned down Watts and Detroit don’t have to 
read. These cats have lived more than the intellectual has 
read. So they are political by having learned from their c\ 
istence. Oppression made these cats political. The militant 
spend all their time trying to program white people into 
giving them some money. “The man” has created a new type 
of Tom. They are willing to be anything, as long as they can 
be Black first. Black capitalists, Black imperialists, Black op 
pressors — anything, so long as it’s Black first. 

While I was in jail in Alexandria, I wrote what was lo 
become a series of Letters from Jail. I didn’t plan it like that 
but that’s how it’s been working out. I feel when I’m in jail 
that the people should understand very clearly that tin 
reason I’m in jail is because my crime is political, because I’ve 
spoken out against injustices. When I was arrested after Cam 
bridge, the press tried to portray me as some kind of dangci 


oiis outlaw. So in my Letter from Jail, I raised the question: 
Who Are the Real Outlaws? 

Brothers and Sisters, 

White people are saying that the uprisings of our 
people in almost 100 american cities, “ must he a con- 
spiracy.” Where is the real conspiracy? Black people 
across this country have known that the real conspiracy 
in this country is to run us out, keep us down or kill us, 
if we can’t act like the honky wants us to act. 

We’re fighting for our survival and for this we are 
called criminals, outlaws and murderers. Who are the 
real criminals? Who stole us from Africa ? Who has been 
stealing our labor these past 400 years to build this 
country? Who are the real murderers? Why don’t they 
call the police who gun us down in the streets every 
day, all year ’round . . . why don’t they call them mur- 
derers? 

Why don’t they call Lyndon Johnson a murderer and 
an outlaw? He fights an illegal war with our brothers 
and our sons. He sends them to fight against other 
people of color who are also fighting for their freedom. 

Who are the real outlaws in this country? They say I 
am an outlaw. 1 am charged with inciting Black people 
to “riot.” It is against the “law” to riot. But did you 
or I have any say in passing this law? Do we have 
much of a say in any of the laws passed in this country? 
I consider myself neither morally nor legally bound to 
obey laws which were made by a group of white “law- 
makers” who did not let my people be represented in 
making those laws. 

That government which makes laws that you and I 
are supposed to obey, without letting us be a part of 
that government ... is an illegal government. The men 
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who pass those laws are outlaws; the police who enfon < 
those laws are outlaws and murderers. 

It should he understandable that we, as Black peopU 
should adopt the attitude that we are neither moralh, 
nor legally bound to obey laws which were not nitnL 
with our consent and which seek to keep us “in cm 
place.” Nor can we be expected to have confidence in 
the white mans courts which interpret and enfon i 
those laws. The white man makes all the laws, he dray. , 
us before his courts, he accuses us, and he sits in jud\\ 
ment over us. 

White america should not fool itself into belie i my 
that if it comes down harder on us that that will keep 
us from doing what we believe is right. History I nr. 
shown that when a man’s consciousness is arousal 
when a man really believes what he is doing, threats o / 
jail and death cannot turn that man back. The threat 
of jail or death will not turn me nor others like me from 
the path we have taken. 

We stand on the eve of a Black revolution. Tin s, 
rebellions are but a dress rehearsal for real revolution 
For to men, freedom in their own land is the pinna/ h 
of their ambitions, and nothing can turn men aside who 
have conviction and a strong sense of freedom. 

More powerful than my fear of what could happen to 
me in prison is my hatred for what happens to nn / 
people in those outside prisons called the Black ghetto/ 
of this country. I hate the practice of race discrimina 
tion, and in my hatred I am supported by the fact that 
the overwhelming majority of mankind hates it equal h / 
There is nothing any court can do to me that will 
change that hatred in me; it can only be changed In / 
the removal of the racism and inhumanity which exist 
in this country. 
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A society which can mount a huge military action 
against a Black youth who breaks a window, and at the 
same time plead that it is powerless to protect Black 
youths who are being murdered each year because they 
seek to make democracy in america a reality, is a sick, 
criminal and insane society. They talk about violence 
in the country’s streets! Each time a Black church is 
bombed or burned, that is violence in our streets! Where 
are the troops ? 

Each time a Black body is found in the swamps of 
Mississippi or Alabama, that is violence in our land! 
Where are those murderers? 

Each time Black human rights workers are refused 
protection by the government, that is anarchy ! 

Each time a police officer shoots and kills a Black 
teenager, that is urban crime! Where is the national 
leader who will go on t.v. and condemn police crime? 

Black people see america for what it is. It is clear now 
that white america cannot condemn itself, cannot see 
the reality of its crimes against mankind. We see amer- 
ica for what it is: the Fourth Reich . . . and we recog- 
nize our course of action. 

The repeated attempts that the government has made to 
silence me represent just one level of genocide that is prac- 
liced by america. This genocide can be seen on many differ- 
ent levels. It can be seen actively in Vietnam where 45 per- 
cent of the frontline casualties are Black. That’s no accident. 
Another level of genocide can be seen operating in the 
South, where many Black people live on a starvation level. 
< )ver 500 Black people die in Alabama each year for lack of 
proper food and nourishment. This is happening in a country 
I hat sends people to the moon. Yet another level of genocide 
can be seen in the courts. Any Black man across america who 
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faces a white judge or who faces any court procedure can 
expect the maximum fine and the maximum sen tend 
Muhammad Ali, LeRoi Jones, Huey Newton, Ed Oquenda 
myself, and thousands of Black men and women across tin 
country have been thrown into prison because we have stood 
up and challenged the system. Some of the best minds in tin 
Black community are in jail and that’s genocide. The mosi 
obvious example of genocide is in the concentration camp 
that america has prepared for Black people. This came about 
as a result of the McCarran Act of 1950, a law which estab 
lishes concentration camps. There is a part, Title II, which 
suspends the right of due process. That means that then 
goes the dissolution of all machinery whereby you would 
be entitled to see a lawyer or go to court. You’re arrested 
and taken off to the camp, without having had an opportu 
nity to state your side of the case. Not that the presentation 
of your case matters. 

At the present time, america still lets us use her “legal” nu 
chinery and, through legal maneuvers, my attorney was abb 
to get me freed. But this was only after the court set ridic 
ulously high bail. This is nothing short of ransom. I antici 
pate one day, however, that I will be arrested and there will 
be no legal procedure any lawyer will be able to use to secure 
my release. In fact, the first question will not be, Let’s gel 
Rap out of jail. It’ll be, Where is Rap? 
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From the time of my release until my 
next arrest in September, I was fol- 
lowed 24 hours a day by negro pigs. I 
thought so little of the muthafuckas 
that I would come out of the house 
in the morning and jump into their 
car and tell ’em to take me wher- 
ever I was going. I would talk to 
the chumps and try to make ’em see 
that when “the man” decided to move 
against Black people he would move 
against them first. They weren’t ex- 
empt because they were cops. In fact, 
they were more of a threat. No Black 
man is trusted. But the chumps couldn’t see it. I told ’em 
about the negro cop in Newark who went to the station 
to report for duty when the Newark rebellion broke out. 
The white pigs saw him come walking into the station- 
house and they kicked his ass. All the while he was yelling, 
“I’m a cop! I’m a cop!” All the white cops saw was a nigger 
and they kicked his Black ass until somebody white recog- 
nized the chump. And even then I bet them white cops 
didn’t apologize. But the negro didn’t have no better sense 
than to get up and put a sheepish grin on his face and go put 
on his uniform. Negroes like that deserve to get their asses 
kicked. 

My second arrest came about through a law that I know 
the government had to put 200 cats to work to even find, it 
was so old. I’d bought a rifle, which was not illegal at that 
time, and it was a sweet mama- jammer, too. I purchased it 
the same day that I was due to go to Baton Rouge to see my 
folks, so I carried it with me. When I got on the plane, I 
informed the stewardess what I had in the plastic bag I was 
carrying and asked her to hold it for me. There was never 
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any secret about what I was carrying. I spent a couple < >1 
days in Baton Rouge and then went on back to New Yoil 
The night I arrived in New York I was supposed to have eon 
tinued on to Cincinnati for a speaking engagement the next 
day. Instead, I stayed in New York with a friend, Allen 
Bailey (better known as the Prime Minister of Harlem) 
Someone came into the house around 2 a.m. and said l Ini 
the neighborhood was filled with cops. During this time I 
was under 24-hour surveillance anyway. So, cops weren I 
unusual. But he said that there were 20 or 30 out there. So 
I went to the door to see and while standing there these two 
bootlicking, ass-kissing negro cops of the N.Y.P.D., who 
were assigned to follow me, called me out to the curb. A I 
this time about 20 white pigs converged on me. They told 
me that they were from the Alcohol and Tobacco Division 
and that I was under arrest. Knowing that I don’t drink oi 
smoke, I said, “Man, you must have the wrong dude. I don't 
indulge! They arrested me for transporting a rifle across 
state lines while under federal indictment. I’ve heard ol 
some bullshit laws, but that is about number one. I didn'l 
even know I was under indictment. The only thing hanging 
over my head was extradition hearings in Virginia. But sec 
ing as how I was outnumbered by about twenty to one, I 
decided that I wasn’t going to dispute the matter. I also de 
eided that the day would come when odds didn’t matter. 

I was jailed in New York and held on $25,000 bond. 
Kunstler eventually got that reduced to $15,000 which SNCC 
had to raise in cash. No bondsman would handle the case. 
This was simply a tactic to make it more difficult for me to 
get out of jail. By the time I did get out of jail, however, “the 
man” had decided that I was going to be grounded for a 
while. I was sent from New York to New Orleans, where the 
judge said that when I went back to New York I was not to 
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imvel anywhere outside the Southern District of New York 
which meant that I couldn’t even go to Queens or Brooklyn. 

I said, Damn! I’m gon’ have to get the cracker’s O.K. to go to 
llie bathroom. The judge in Virginia decided that he wanted 
a piece of me, too, and he said that I couldn’t travel any- 
where in the country without getting his approval. 

It was very clear that I was, in effect, under house arrest. 
So I said, Solid. Whatever they do to me is not going to stop 
die revolution. Anybody who is projected as a leader gen- 
erally impedes the revolution anyway. Whether I was out 
I here or not, I knew that the brothers were going to take 
care of business. A revolution doesn’t depend on one person. 
In actuality, the revolutionary is an unknown person. He’s 
llie brother who’s taking care of business, the one who’s 
getting his head together, the one who’s in the street, the one 
who dies in the rebellions. Like in Vietnam, he s the one who 
is known only to his cell leader, or his commander. He’s the 
cat whose name never appears in history books. It ain’t the 
dude with the natural. I’d rather see a cat with a processed 
head and a natural mind than a natural head and a processed 
inind. It ain’t what’s on your head; it’s what’s in it. You see 
negroes with naturals on their heads and nothing on their 
minds. Revolutionaries are not determined by physical char- 
acteristics. Some of the most revolutionary people in Viet- 
nam are women, but we got muthafuckas here running 
around talking about let the men do it all. 

So it didn’t bother me that I was going to be grounded for 
a while. The struggle was going to go on. 

In February, 1968, Kunstler went out to California and I 
had to go out to consult with him about one of the cases. 
I figured that I didn’t need the court’s permission to go as I 
could travel anywhere to consult with my attorney. While I 
was in California I checked out the scene and the brothers 
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asked me to speak at a couple of meetings, which I did I 
was out there for two days and then split on back to New 
York. 

The morning after I got back, eight federal marshal 
knocked on my door. First they’d called my house to mak. 
sure I was there. When I picked up the phone this voice said 
he had the wrong number. Well, I figured who it was, bill I 
didn t know what their next move was going to be. A lew 
minutes after that, here comes these eight federal marshall 
in fiont of my door with their guns drawn. 

I looked through the peephole in the door and saw all 
these honkies with their pistols and I said, “Yeah, What’cli.i 
want?” They said, “Open the door.” I said, “Now come on 
You got to do better than that.” “Were federal marshals 
Thats cool. Whatcha want? “We got a warrant for youi 
arrest. So I said, Well, wait a minute. I got to put sonic 
clothes on. I went and got dressed and picked up the phom 
to call my lawyer and let him know what was going on. 

I’d left the door open, but I had a chain across it. I left il 
open so they could see inside and see that I wasn’t preparing 
for no shoot-out with ’em or nothing like that. But tin \ 
decided they wanted to play cowboy and they came trying 
to kick the door down. I told them to stop kicking on 
the door. Kunstler wasn’t in his New York office, but his 
brother who’s also a lawyer was there, and he told me thal 
it would be best to go ahead with ’em. 

I took the chain off the door and all eight of ’em conn 
rushing in, waving their guns all over the place. I sat down 
in a chair. “O.K., what’cha want?” I asked ’em. “We got ;i 
warrant for your arrest.” I said, “Let me see it.” They said il 
was an outstanding warrant, which meant that they didn’ I 
have it, but it was being drawn up. So I asked them, “What’s 
the charges?” They didn’t even know. Well, I started to argue 
with ’em but I decided that it was just too many folks there 


lor me to argue with. But then they started looking through 
I lie house and I stopped ’em. “You got a search warrant?” 
< )ne of ’em said, “You got any guns in here?” I said, “No.” 
What kind of a fool he think I am? If I did have some guns 
I here, I wasn’t going to tell him of all people. They took me 
on down to the federal building and booked me. The next 
day I went on down to New Orleans where the warrant had 
keen issued. The judge said I was guilty of violating bond 
and he set a new bond on me of $50,000. 

During a recess in the hearing, before the judge set new 
I >ond, I was out in the corridor talking to some Black students 
who had come down to the court. This ol’ negro FBI agent 
come walking up to me. The dude had testified against me 
in court, saying he had heard me speak out in California 
so I recognized him. Before he could get a word out of his 
mouth, I said to him, “I hope your children don’t grow up 
to be a Tom like you are.” I get back in court and I see this 
traitor on the stand telling the judge that I’d threatened his 
life. So the judge charged me with threatening an FBI agent 
and set $50,000 on that charge. 

So now I had $100,000 bond on me and the judge in Vir- 
ginia decided he had to get in his kicks, too. So he forfeited 
the bond he’d already set on me, which had been posted, 
and ordered that once I got out of jail in Louisiana, he 
wanted to see me again. This was clearly illegal as I didn’t 
even have any charges against me in Virginia. But they had 
my ass and knew it and weren’t about to cut me no slack. 

They took me back to New Orleans where I was to remain 
in jail until SNCC could raise the $100,000 to get me out. 
This was a ridiculous bond. There was a woman in New York, 
Alice Crimmins, who was convicted of murdering her daugh- 
ter, and they let her out on $25,000 bond, which meant that 
all she had to put up was $2,500 cash. I was being held on 
$100,000 cash and I hadn’t killed nobody, robbed no bank 
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Ltrrs- “ was ° bvious ,hai ^ - « 

When I got back to New Orleans I decided to „„ 

toS whTt 1 flgur T' that 1 had t0 draw ,he line ' Y "" 

in 15 done to y°>' ™<J I had no other w, 

omehowT r T 1 ’ ,ad ( ° res,st lhe "> ™ehafn, 

„“ e c° tit St b r their b "> 1 was „' f B 

accept it So that Black people would understand I w„,i, 
my second Letter from Jail : ’ 

R . . February 21, 7,%.S 

eing a man is the continuing battle of one’s life awl 

to tlTa a tJ bl \° m r h00d With evenj Stde c omplomi 
believe J ° ^ POf °* r Whk>h ° m docs 

No slave should die a natural death. There is a point 
where caution ends and cowardice begins. 

inoT e T" J da,J 1 am im P risoned > I will refuse hod 
joocl and water. 

My hunger is for the liberation of my people. 

My thirst is for the ending of oppression 
l am a political prisoner, jailed for my beliefs (that 
Black people must be free). The government has taL „ 
a position true to its fascist nature— those they cannot 
convert they must silence. This government has In 
come the enemy of mankind. 

This can no longer alter our path to freedom, ho, 
out people death has been the only known exit from 
slavery and oppression. We must open others. 

Our will to live must no longer supersede our will l 
fight, for our fighting will determine if our race shall 
me. To desire freedom is not enough. We must mm 
fiom resistance to aggression, from revolt to revolution 
tor every Orangeburg, there must be 10 Detroits. 
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For every Max Stanford and Huey Newton, there 
must be 10 racist cops. 

And for every Black death there must be a Dien Bien 
Phu. 

Brothers and sisters, as well as all oppressed people, 
you must prepare yourselves both mentally and physi- 
cally, for the major confrontation is yet to come. You 
must fight. It is the people who in the final analysis 
make and determine history, not leaders or systems. 
The laws to govern you must be made by you. 

May the deaths of ’68 signal the beginning of the end 
of this country. I do what I must out of the love for my 
people. My will is to fight. Resistance is not enough. 
Aggression is the order of the day. 

Note to america 

America, if it takes my death to organize my people to 
revolt against you. 

And to organize your jails to revolt against you, 

And to organize your troops to revolt against you. 

And to organize your children to revolt against you, 
And to organize your God to revolt against you. 

And to organize your poor to revolt against you, 

And to organize your country to revolt against you. 

And to organize Mankind to rejoice in your destruction 
and ruin, 

Then, here is my Life! 

But my Sold belongs to my people. 

Lasima Tushinde Mbilashaka (We Shall Conquer 
Without a Doubt). 

Yours in Revolution, 

H. Rap Brown 

SNCC mimeographed the letter and got it distributed. 
After I got out of jail, I learned that Julius Lester, a member 
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of SNCCs Central Committee at that time, had read il„ 
letter at an anti-war rally at the U.N. and had been bo,„ ,| 
by the white people there. This was right after the Oram, 
,,' U f ass acre and if whites disapproved of what I said it, 
e letter, it showed me once again that John Brown was tl„ 
on y w nte man I could respect and he is dead. The Bla< I 
Movement has no use for white liberals. We need revol,, 
tionanes. Revolutions can use revolutionaries. 

After I had fasted eleven days I wrote another Letter: 


March 2 1 Q6H 

The deaths and arrests of 1968 signal more than n n 
the resounding denial of human rights by this country 
Murder and human bondage made justice the aft n 
birth of america’s immoral conception. True to the mi 
ture of its birth through murder and slavery, america •• 
only offspring has been tyranny. 

Who really violates the codes of justice? Justice upon 
which all laws should be fabricated. This country luis 
shown that her laws’ are not based on justice; they an 
based on politics. There is no separation of “law” from 
politics. Political perspective and allegiance determini 
human rights. The courts are a tool of the political struc 
ture. America’s judiciary system serves the political one 
When justice serves the “law,” then there is no law, no 
rights, no redress of grievance; only political and jwli 
cial intercourse. This government has made a mockery 
of its Constitution. Freedom shares my cell on Death 
Row. 

Our only redress of grievance is through revolution 
No government is worth more than humanity. Tyrants 
are to be made accountable for tyranny. 

When the courts are no longer an instrument of or 




for the people, the people must then become lawmakers 
and law enforcers. 

If It Please the Court 
Your country cheers for thee; 

My people are dying. 

Giving my peers to thee; 

My people are dying. 

My people tears to see; 

Our people are dying. 

Your country tis of thee; 

Today you are dying. 

Your country tears to see; 

No flag is flying. 

My people cheers to see; 

We caused your dying. 

My country tis of thee, sweet land of liberty . . . 

Lasima Tushinde Mbilashaka 
We Shall Conquer Without a Doubt 

Yours in Revolution, 

H. Rap Brown 

A lot of Black people, even some in SNCC, wanted me to 
come off the hunger strike. They would send me messages 
saying that if I died, it would be just what “the man” wanted. 
I figured that if they didn’t want me to die, they should get 
me out anyway they could. I was down there fighting with 
the only weapon I had, my life, and these folks wanted me 
to cop a plea. The authorities were very worried that I was 
going to die. I had them up tight. They figured on putting 
me in jail and if I was quiet, people would forget. But I 
fucked with ’em. I figured there wasn’t no better place to 
die than in a united states jail. A lot of Black people, though, 
couldn’t understand what I was doing. 
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Kunstler appealed the bond and eventually the $100,001 1 
was knocked down to $30,000. The money was posted, I ml 
they still wouldn’t let me go. I was in jail for a week and > 
half after the money was put up. I spent 43 days in that jail 
and fasted all 43. 

When I was released, they took me to Virginia, where the) 
put me in a concentration camp near Petersburg. My cell wa . 
underground. The window looked right out on top of tin- 
grass and the only thing else I could see was this large 
chimney of a furnace and this chimney was steady pumping 
black smoke. 

I was in the camp and the judge wouldn’t set bond. This 
was at the time that King was murdered and Black folks 
were burning down everything they could stick a match to, 
so I knew they weren’t about to set bond and let me out 
My lawyer appealed to every court he could and nobody 
would set bond. His next move was going to be to appeal to 
the Supreme Court. “Well,” I said, “fuck that.” I was tired 
because every night a guard would come around and shine a 
light in my eyes every hour. I was in a cell block by myself 
and between me and the outside there were five locked 
doors. So there wasn’t any question about me going some- 
where. I could only conclude that the dude shining the light 
in my eyes all night was simply trying to harass me. If he just 
wanted to make a bed check, he could see if I was there 
without throwing that light in my eyes. So I decided to waive 
extradition and go on back to Maryland. I knew that Balti- 
more had just gone up in smoke and I figured Maryland 
didn’t hardly want to see me. So I fooled ’em and waived 
extradition. 

The Virginia cops took me to the Maryland line and wait- 
ing for me there were 20 cops, the FBI, the Maryland State 
Attorney General, the Chief of Police from Cambridge and I 


don’t know who else. I said, “Damn! They must think I m 
lack the Ripper or somebody.” They put me in this unmarked 
car with five state trooper cars in front and three behm . 
And when we got to to the courthouse in Cambridge there 
were about 60 troopers lined up outside the courthouse. 
Meanwhile, they got me handcuffed and the handcuffs were 
handcuffed to my belt. I couldn’t even have scratched. 

They were scared shitless. All them pigs for me and the 
most dangerous weapon I had on me was my fingernails and 
they were cut short. But they were tomming worse than 
negro Toms. And you ain’t seen no Toms until you see whi e 
folks tom. It was “Mr. Brown this and Mr. Brown the 
other.” Yeah, them white folks tommed that day. 

They took me down to be fingerprinted. Well, I wondered 
how many sets they needed, but I figured everybody had to 
have his own original. I don’t know. Maybe they figged I c 
changed my fingerprints between Virginia and there. Any- 
way the dude made one set and then he made another. Then 
he started to make a third. I said, “Wait a minute. How many 
you gon’ make?” He said, “Five.” I said, Shit! I am t making 
no five. I ain’t never had to make no five sets of prints and 
you know I oughta know.” I’d given fingerprints to every- 
body except Lyndon’s mama. I told the dude, Look-a- lere 
I’ll give you three.” So he took one more and I said, Whei e 
the stuff to clean up with?” He gave it to me and while I was 
cleaning up I heard somebody in the next room ask lum i 


his fingers was sore.” . , , , , 

After a little while, Kunstler showed up with the bond 
money The bondsman came in and he was scared, pleading 
with me not to jump bond. The funny thing was that the 
state of Maryland got the bondsman. I’m on the white list 
and no bondsman across the country will post bond tor me. 


118 


119 


Maryland was so anxious to get rid of me that they \m • < 
and got a bondsman themselves. Hell, if we hadn’t had tin 
money, I bet Agnew would’ve put it up himself. 

So after almost two and a half months in jail for the ri in» 
of thinking and talking, I was out. But they hadn’t silent . i 
me. They’d taken me off the street, but I hadn’t been silent ■< <1 
They just gave me another forum. I talked to the brolln i 
in jail, who are more political than the people on the stin i 
These are brothers who have no doubts as to what needs i> 
be done. 

The only reason that I’m willing to go before the racr.i 
courts is that it’s an educational process for Black peopli 
Black people should learn from my experiences. Every Bl;n I 
man shouldn’t have to go before a judge to know what I'm 
experiencing. I was glad in Louisiana because the courtroom 
was filled with Black people, young Black brothers ami 
sisters, every day. And they learned, because legally we beat 
the government on the first day. We made a motion to have 
this racist judge, “Mitch the Bitch,” dismissed from the case 
because of prejudicial statements he made against me dm mr 
some of the bond hearings we had before. The motion w.i 
made to him and he said, “Yeah, I’m prejudiced against him 
but I’m not gonna dismiss myself.” 

The news media tries to project me as an enemy not oiil\ 
to the system, but to my people, and the high bail that has 
been set on me every time I’ve been arrested proves this 
I’m a crazy, dangerous nigger, who hates white folks, accord 
ing to the media. The news media is one of the greatest 
enemies to Black people. It is controlled by the ruling classes 
and is used to articulate their point of view. Every day the 
news media says, “The united states killed 2,000 Vietcong! 
Hell, if you can count, it’s obvious that there can’t be no 
more Vietcong because the united states been killing them 
every day by the thousands for four years now. So it’s 
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obvious that somebody’s lying somewhere But negroes got 
more confidence in Huntley and Brinkley than Catholics g 

"The media claims that I teach hate. Hate, like love, is a 
I. .cling. How can you teach a feeling? If Black peop e 
white people it’s not because of me, it’s because of what 
white people do to Black people. If hate can be tau.glrt am 
no better teacher than white people themselvesU hate op 
I cession. I am anti anybody who is anti-Black. Now nf t 
includes most white people in america, it amt my far . 
l int's just the way the bones break. I don’t care whether oi 
la white people bate me. It’s not essential that a man love 
...... to live But “the man’ has to respect you. 

I believe that america loves the negro, ‘houghUt loves for 
him to do its work, loves for him to stay down unde, , foot 
But america does not respect negroes; negroes dont respe 

''"America is always playing her game, though. Turning 
anything and everything around to suit * own Purpose^ 
When Jews talk about what the Germans die o c , 
history and everybody agrees that its history. But as soon 
is' Black people begin to raise the question of wliat white 
olfa have do P „e to them and what white folks do to them 
hfiy they say that it’s hate. But you also got negro people 
walking around talking about Rap Brown and Carmichael 
teaching hate. The brothers know that if you saw a white 
arm slap your sister down, you d react with hate. Its not 
because anybody told yon to hate the white man who , slappet 
your sister, it’s because you re supposed to hate a _mutK f k 
who treats you worse than he treats Ins dog. The brotheis 

knew all along that they didn’t dig slaveiy. wh ether 

Each individual Black person decides fo, h.n c I ghetto 
or not he hates all whites. Racism in reverse is . charged wdmn 
Blacks don’t profess their undying love for whites. But 
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is b ased upon the concept of racial superiority, which BIa< I 
have not yet alluded to. The Black Movement has 
pished the doctrine of racial superiority. But what ups, I 
ie media is that we don’t say we love all white pet, pi. 
White folks get up tight if the first words a Black person 
f t deal Wlth love. That’s their problem. If they have., I 
been oppressing Black people then they ain’t got nothing 
'1 bad about If they’re fighting to destroy this racist coin, 
try, then they know that what I’m saying about oppression 
does not apply to them. And they also know that I’m 

chopping 5 tHem ' Im taIking t0 Bkck Pe0p,e ' The y’ re eaves 

White people got hung up on integration. Segregation was 
f probIem and th e elimination of segregation was the 
solutmn not integration. It was the unequal nature ol 
egregation that Black people protested against in the Soul I, 

Separate but ec l ual is eool with me 
What s the big kick about going to school with white folks ' 

Them that want to do that should have the chance. But thal 
am t no solution. 

Racism stems from an attitude and it can't be destroyed 
um ci the capitalist system. You can’t fight attitudes. If while 
people want to address themselves to that, fine. They're the 
ones with the attitude, but the Black Movement cannot ad 
dress itsdf to attitudes. Fuck attitudes. Fuck a muthafuck, 
who hates me, because if I ever get him on the wrong end ol 

wiKla'd m 'T l,lc l ;" 1 Black I ,e °P Ic Pass always deall 
will attitudes and attitudes always boil down to an individ- 

“ , the laws and enforce 'em and let the atti- 

udes take care of themselves. Because most of the laws in 
this country are built on attitudes, not justice, no, equality, 

■Wri 1 'T' 0 '* 53 ' 5 '; Racism ' capltoUsm, colonialism and 

unpeiiahsm dominate the lives of people of color around the 

world the people of Africa. Asia, Latin America, the 
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colonized minorities who live inside the united states. Fanon 
says of racism, “It stares one in the face for it so happens 
that it belongs in a characteristic whole : that of the shameless 
exploitation of one group of men by another which has 
reached a higher stage of technical development. That is why 
military and economic oppression generally precedes, makes 
possible, and legitimatizes racism. The habit of considering 
racism as a mental quirk, as a psychological flaw, must be 
abandoned.” Racism does not operate as an individual force, 
it is an integral part of colonial oppression. We must under- 
stand that all colonized people are victims of racism and 
exploitation, but that all exploited people are not colonized. 
For instance, inside the united states we see some whites 
who are oppressed and who are exploited, but they do not 
suffer from the racism which is forced upon Blacks by whites, 
they in fact form a part of the colonizing race. Some of the 
most racist whites are the oppressed whites. 

Our job is not to convert whites. If whites are dedicated 
to revolution then they can be used in the struggle. However, 
if they impede the struggle and are proven to be a problem 
then it is up to us to deal with them as with all problems. 
Our job now is to project what should be our common goal — 
the destruction of a system that makes slavery profitable. 

Now there’re a lot of people who say that the way you 
change laws is to destroy the power structure. I say you got 
to go beyond that. If you destroy the power structure, it can 
always be replaced by another power structure, whether it’s 
white or Black. The power structure serves the system and 
the system is the thing which demands exploitation of people. 
You have to destroy the system. You can destroy the power 
structure and leave the system intact. But if you get the 
system, you got the power structure. That’s the job which 
confronts us. 

However we may twist our words and regardless of our 
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persona 1 , subjective feelings— the truth of the matter is thal 

we cannot end racism, capitalism, colonialism and imperial 

ism until the reins of state power are in the hands of those 

people who understand that the wealth, the total wealth ol 
any co untly and the worId , beIongs equaUy t0 aI1 e “;,"' 

Societies and countries based on the profit motive will nev 
msure a new humanism or eliminate poverty and racis, 

ZZ eV 7f W v I WiSt ° Ur WOTds and regardless of o, 

P a m ® S t le stark reality remains that the powc 

ism wdi ry 1 raC T’ C °! 0nialism > capitalism and imperial 
ism will only come through long, protracted, bloody brutal 
and violent wars with our oppressors. 

m ° VementS t he based u P on political prin- 
ciples that give meaning and substance to the struggle of the 

~ /r P \ and ;* ‘i lhiS *"«* that advances 
tW v Pmi °'° Sy - Liberati <»' movements from 

P ak to Hi 8 "’""’,* T\ ^ 10 that 

speak to the needs of the poor and oppressed, or most 

evolve ,1ns type of movement with these prineiples while 

Baht wi l°fss‘ 5 EOi " 8 f0 '' '! “ " 0t evWen * th « fhose who 
hght w II assume power and implement decisions that an- 

contrarw Th T 7 u ““ f ° r P'**' 6 - Rather to the 
‘ y- ie absence of these revolutionary political prin- 

eiples relates the fact that some new rulersUiave JZ 

foi a new flag, a new style of dress, a seat in the UN, and/or 

rndependencr ^ f ° rmei ' COl ° nial P ° Wers ' A ne §otiated 

,, W l™" St draw from a]I ideologies those principles which 
benefit the majority of mankind. We cannot limit ourselves 
to just one concept or ideology that was relevant in some 

hi,? rrr As Debray points out> and correcti y s 0 , in 

"nno°t be fin ^ ^ ^-oluti^s 

cannot be imported nor exported.” Certain changes have 

made even some of the most advanced ideologies obsolete. 


For example, socialism as it exists today ideologically may be 
impractical for certain oppressed peoples. But the political 
principles of socialism certainly have validity. This is why in 
Cuba and other liberated countries the principles of socialism 
are being incorporated into the ideologies of these countries. 
This again goes back to Fanon’s observation that we must 
extend the Marxian analysis when we view colonialism. It is 
the political principles that make the ideology; as these 
principles are refined through struggle an ideology is 
created. 

Many people have had these principles (principles that 
speak to the needs of the mass of humanity ) in mind as they 
were waging a struggle for independence, but having failed 
to win independence by defeating the enemy through armed 
struggle, it was necessary for them to negotiate with the 
colonial powers. In this process of negotiation, the colonial 
powers granted political autonomy but maintained economic 
influence, control and investments. The mere act of negotiat- 
ing freedom means that the control necessary to appropriate 
the entire wealth of the country did not fall to the new 
leaders. We should have learned by now from history that 
the process of negotiating freedom and not winning it by 
armed struggle has built-in limitations. We must be prepared 
to fight to the death to destroy this system known as capital- 
ism, for it is this system that oppresses the majority of 
mankind. 

Vanguard groups must begin to reevaluate politics. What 
is known as politics in this country is meaningless. People 
have been told that politics means the Democratic and 
Republican parties; federal, state and local government; the 
vote. History shows that politics as it is defined by america 
is undesirable and dangerous to Black people, for the poli- 
tics of capitalism has always been human oppression and 
exploitation. We must begin to relate to the politics of revo- 
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lution. Chairman Mao says, Politics is war without blood- 
shed and war is an extension of politics.” Every action thal 
we are involved in is political, whether it is religious, artistic, 
cultural, athletic, governmental, educational, economic or 
personal. There is no separation between church and state, 
art and politics, or politics and individual beliefs. Everything 
is inherently political. The only division occurs around the 
question of whose political interest one will serve. 

This country has always used negroes as a political tool 
against Blacks. Without a common Black political doctrine, 
america will use (and is using) Blacks against Blacks. Black- 
ness must be political in our behalf. Individuals can no 
longer be immune to public political criticism because they 
are Black and proud. There must be revolutionary political 
criticism of counter-revolutionary positions and acts. Some 
individuals who gain popularity in Black america are later 
used as tools by white america. In most cases, white politi- 
cal interest comes as a result of the existing popularity of 
the Black individuals. Understand, popularity does not re- 
flect correctness. Blackness alone is not revolutionary. 

If we examine Cleveland, Ohio, Gary, Indiana, Washing- 
ton, D.C., and many other areas populated predominately 
by Blacks we can see a tactic being used that has often been 
tried in Africa, Vietnam and other oppressed countries. It is 
called neo-colonialism. In other words, when white struc- 
tures and institutions are threatened whites protect their 
economic and political interests and maintain control by 
using members of the oppressed people as their spokesmen. 
They set up puppet governments headed by individuals with 
white interests in mind. These people oppress their own 
kind for their personal gain. These puppet leaders are as 
dangerous as those whom they represent. Remember, it was 
Jews who began to remove other Jews for Hitler. Even if 
the flunky s interest is sincere, he is powerless against the 
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system. Individuals do not mandate the action of the sys- 
tem; rather, the system demands certain actions of them. 
The only constructive thing a Black mayor can do is to or- 
ganize Blacks to destroy the system that oppresses Black 
people. We must never permit anyone, white or Black, to 
destroy with impunity the product of a single drop of the 
blood and sweat of our people. 

White folks realize now that they can concede Blackness 
and still exercise control. This country says, “Yes, you may 
be Black; but, you must be american,” which means we are 
as responsible for oppression as whites. This country says, 
“Yeah, you may have Black heroes; but, we must approve of 
them.” So, they publicize negroes who have been beneficial 
to this country. The tactic of co-opting is being used to its 
fullest. White folks will co-opt dog shit if it’s to their advan- 
tage. Today, niggers are tomming and don’t even know 
they’re tomming. We must say as Fidel Castro says, No 
liberalism whatsoever! No softening whatsoever! A revolu- 
tionary people, a political people — a strong people — this is 
what is needed throughout these years. . . . What do the 
dangers or the sacrifices of a man or of a nation matter when 
the destiny of humanity is at stake? 
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In the course of a struggle for libera- 
tion, there will be individuals who 
will dedicate themselves and contrib- 
ute all their energies. Their only last- 
ing reward must be victory. However, 
acknowledgement can precede vic- 
tory. In comparison to their contribu- 
tions, acknowledgement is no more 
than a small reward. 

History is always unkind to those 
who really make revolutions. This, my 
last speech in Detroit, is dedicated to 
those whom I feel have furthered the 
liberation struggle of Blacks. I only 
wish I could give more. 

The following list is by no means complete, nor does it 
imply that these are the only revolutionary people I’ve 
worked with. After the first name this list has no designed 
order. The first individual has consistently committed him- 
self totally and completely to the struggle: Bob Smith, more 
so than any other individual, symbolizes revolutionary spirit 
and attitude. His contributions are immeasurable; Willie 
Ricks, Faye Bellemy, Matthew Jackson, Theophalus Smith, 
Ralph Featherstone, Johnnie Jackson, Julius Lester, James 
Forman, Brother Crook. This is just a partial list of those who 
have contributed greatly. For these individuals that are 
listed and for those others that have given — given even in 
some cases their lives — I say the words of the Black poet 
Georgia Douglas Johnson: 

My pathway lies through worse than death; 

I meet the hours with bated breath, 

My red blood boils, my pulses thrill, 

I live life running up a hill. 
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Ah, No, I need no paltry play 
Of make-shift tilts for holiday 
For I was born against the tide 
And will conquer that denied. 

I shun no hardship, fear no foe; 

The future calls and I must go: 

I charge the line and dare the spheres 
As I go fighting down the years. 

To these individuals, I say, LASIMA TUSHINDE MBILA- 
SHAKA (We Shall Conquer Without a Doubt). 

Brothers and Sisters: 

I ve just seen the battlefield; you did a thorough job. 

There was a town called Motown; now it ain’t no town. 
They used to call it Detroit, now they call it Destroyed. 1 
hear ain’t nothing left, but Motown sound. And if they don’t 
come around, you gon burn them down. They say ain’t no- 
body left but Smokey and that’s a “Miracle.” 

Langston Hughes wrote a poem called, “A Dream De- 
ferred.” This poem is for the benefit of those who pretend 
not to understand what has occurred ( not only here but 
throughout this corrupt country). He raises the question: 

What happens to a dream deferred? 

Does it dry up like a raisin in the sun 
or does it fester like a sore 
and then run 

or does it sag like a heavy load 
or does it explode? 

This poem was unanswered until Watts, Detroit, Newark, 
Plainfield, Atlanta and every other city that has experienced 


and felt the Black fire. Our dream is one of liberation, a right 
of self-determination, a dream of denied freedom; no more, 
no less. Our fire says we are no longer dreaming of freedom, 
we are exercising our rights to be free ( at the expense of any- 
body who gets in our way). You see, freedom is absolute. 
You’re either free or you’re a slave. There is nothing in be- 
tween freedom and slavery. There’s no such thing as second- 
class citizens. That’s like telling me you can be a little bit 
pregnant. Freedom is as absolute as truth. You’re either 
lying or telling the truth. We were born free. We must ex- 
ercise our right to be free. 

Today I will talk about two things — colonialism and revo- 
lution. In other words, sickness and cure. The united states 
redefined colonialism. It not only went to Africa and ex- 
ploited the land and its people ; it brought Black people here 
and continues its exploitation; and it drove the native 
American Indians by murder and wholesale genocide onto 
reservations (and now this is romanticized on t.v. as cowboys 
and Indians). America is the ultimate denial of the theory of 
man’s continuous evolution. This country represents every- 
thing that humans have suffered from, their every affliction. 
The very fact that a place like this can exist appals most of 
mankind. This country is the world’s slop jar. America’s very 
existence offends me. For Black people it is not a question 
of leaving or separating — given our historical experiences, 
we know better than anyone that the animal that is america 
must be destroyed. Through capitalism, this country estab- 
lishes colonies; but, not colonies in the old sense, but like 
franchises. The Philippines, Venezuela, Vietnam, Puerto Rico 
and other countries are to the united states what dope is to 
Harlem; bloods use it, but the Mafia owns it. It just goes to 
show you, you give the cracker an inch, he wants a yard, give 
him a yard, and he’ll BUBN A CROSS ON IT, every time. 
There is no difference between Harlem and Puerto Rico, or 
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Harlem and Vietnam, except that in Vietnam people arc 
fighting for their liberation. (That is, armed struggle.) 

Lets examine that war in Vietnam. My position, on that 
war, is that Black folks aint got no business shooting other 
Black folks for white folks. If we must fight, then our tear is 
here at home. We cant let white folks decide for us who 
our enemy is. We must decide who our enemy is and how to 
deal with him. Black cats must say that if Lynch’em Burn 
Johnson can stay here and keep the Vietcong off Ladybird 
then we can stay here and keep the crackers off our women 
We must refuse to participate in the war of genocide against 
people of color: a war that also commits genocide against 
us. Black men are being used on the front lines at a dispro- 
portionate rate. Forty-five percent of the casualties are 
Black. That’s genocide! We cannot let our Black brothers 
fight in Vietnam because we need them here to fight with 
us. If we can die defending our motherland, we can die de- 
fending our mothers. It is the Black mans will to be free 
that has made him fight for this country, not his love. This 
same will to be free will make him fight this country. The 
army is to kill people. We have to decide if we will be 
killers; when we decide, we have to decide who we are going 
to kill, and when. 

We are the greatest victims of colonial rule. We are ex- 
posed to this country’s strongest institutions every day. We 
find that what is called “education” is not education at all. 
What it is, is white nationalist propaganda. Black people 
are made to hate themselves. I saw a brother on the corner 

once, trying to figure out what was wrong with his skin 

it didn’t match his flesh-colored bandaid. 

Media is used against us in total. The W.P.P. (white 
power people, or the white power press, or white people’s 
power-take your choice) all victimize Blacks. The rebel- 
lion s aftermath brought demands in the white press not for 

136 


the resolution of historic grievances of oppressed Blacks but 
for the guillotining of Carmichael or myself. The negro press 
is no better. They wait for white folks to tell them what to 
say. The tactic of media is to make you an enemy of the peo- 
ple. Enemies of the people are always vulnerable. The reason 
Malcolm could be killed and Black folks didn’t revolt is that 
the press had made Malcolm an enemy of the people. More 
negroes were scared of Malcolm than whites. The reason 
they could give Muhammad Ali the maximum sentence and 
fine was because the press had made him an enemy of the 
people. T he reason Adam Powell coidd be politically lynched 
and Black folks didn’t revolt, was because Adam had been 
made an enemy of the people. Negroes believe anything the 
press says. 

Anything you don’t control can be used as a weapon 
against you. Education is used as a weapon against us. News 
media is used as a weapon against us. Athletics. We dominate 
in athletics, but we don’t control them. Therefore the negro 
athlete is used as a weapon against us. This country realizes 
that the athlete has an image in our community. So they get 
some of bootlicking, shuffling, money-mad negro, who can 
run or jump, and they tell him, “Go control your people. 
If we can’t control athletes, we can sure cripple ’em.” Broth- 
ers ought to break him up so bad, until he’ll have to die to get 
ivell. The same thing goes for entertainers. Teach them that 
if they can’t say the right thing, then don’t say nothing. 

Another thing that is used effectively against Blacks is 
the court system. There is no justice in this country for Black 
people. Justice is a joke, and it stinks of hypocrisy. Lyndon 
Johnson is Hitlers illegitimate child and J. Edgar Hoover 
is his half-sister. Justice means “just-us-white-folks.” There is 
no redress of grievance for Blacks in this country. When the 
government becomes the lawbreaker, people must become 
law enforcers. What happened at the Algiers Motel must not 
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be allowed to be repeated. The tribunal to be held must be 
made legal by the people. If the murderers are found guilty, 
and they should be, the brothers should carry out the execti 
tion. 

When we begin to put all of these things together, we 
begin to understand what america is doing. Genocide can 
be seen in the mass removal of Blacks from the streets, by 
placing them in jails. Yes, the courts conspire to commit 
genocide. Black people are in the majority in most jails in 
this country. Concentration camps have been established 
and maintained throughout this country. They were estab- 
lished as a result of the McCarran Act of 1950. There is a 
book called Concentration Camps, U.S.A. that’s written by 
Charles R. Allen — who is white. (I say this because it usually 
bridges the credibility gap; you don’t believe what Black 
folks say but you believe white folks.) It is in your interest 
that you read it, because your not knowing what’s going to 
happen doesn’t make it any the less true. Me and Carmichael 
cant fill all them camps. They must be planning on taking 
somebody else. This country is waging a genocidal war 
against people of color; domestic and foreign. This is a 
country that pays white fanners for not growing food and 
dumps surplus food in the ocean. Birth control, as it’s prac- 
ticed by governmental programs dealing with the masses 
of poor, can’t be called anything else but an attempt at 
genocide. Birth control should be an individual decision. 
It should not be forced by a government. 

Some of you are probably saying america wouldn’t do 
that kind of thing. Negroes like to believe that they are 
something special to this country. Well, let’s examine amer- 
ica’ s history. The American Indian — total genocide. And “the 
man ” shows it to you on t.v. The Japanese — america dropped 
the bomb on Japan and not on Germany, not because they 
didn’t have the bomb, but because the Japanese are yellow. 


When this country fought Germany, the German-Americans 
were not put in concentration camps; however, when they 
fought Japan, Japanese- Americans were put into concentra- 
tion camps, in this country. The Vietnamese and Latin Amer- 
icans — america says that she’s in their countries to stop 
communist aggression. America has never moved to stop 
communist aggression in white countries by utilizing anti- 
personnel bombs and napalm ; in Poland, Hungary, Czech- 
oslovakia, she uses RADIO FREE EUROPE; never weapons 
of destruction. It is important to note here that all the coun- 
tries with people of color are the ones militarily attacked by 
america. So why shoidd we be immune to her racism? We ex- 
perience it every day. We were brought here to do work, 
there is no more work. Machines do the jobs we used to do. 
The Attorney General made a statement a few weeks ago; 
it was interesting in this respect; he said, “Within 20 years 
the entire population of this country will be a leisure class, 
with the exception of ten percent of that population, be- 
cause of automation and cybernation.” Then when we look 
to see who they are training for those jobs, we find that they 
are training whites. So that lets me know that this country 
no longer needs Black people. America has a surplus of 
niggers. She then legitimatizes her program of genocide, by 
implanting into the minds of whites, and negroes, the idea 
that Blacks don’t do anything but “riot and get on welfare.” 
We put america on notice ; IF WHITE FOLKS WANT TO 
PLAY NAZIS, BLACK FOLKS AIN’T GOING TO PLAY 
JEWS. 

We have not made any progress since we have been in this 
country. We are still slaves! Concessions are not to be con- 
fused with progress. Whites have made concessions only out 
of political necessity. This country only loosens its hold on 
Black people to get a better grip. Whites and negroes talk 
of progress, and point to Thurgood Marshall. He is a con- 
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cession; white folks put him there, and can remove him when 
they get ready. James O. Eastland, a red-neck camel-breath 
moldy old cracker from Mississippi, subjected Thurgood to 
a Level of questioning that ivas unheard of before. What he 
teas really saying was, “ You might be the top nigger in the 
country, but you are still a nigger to me ” They gave negroes 
an astronaut; but, I bet they lose that nigger in space. 
[Note: He was killed m a jet crash while landing.] We have 
not made any progress. Negroes go for anything white folks 
tell them or sell them. 

If “the man wanted to he could tell Black folks, “ Bring 
me all the rocks you can find, and for every rock you bring, I 
will give you a million dollars:’ Bloods would bring rocks 
for days, little rocks, big rocks, rocks nobody knew existed 
And, when the man got all the rocks, he’d tell Black folks 
Were using rocks for money.’’ Ask the South what the 
North did after the civil war. This country operates on an 
annual budget of 800 billion dollars. These dollars are sup- 
posedly backed by gold. The International Monetary System 
is also based on gold. This means that foreign countries can 
demand gold for america’s paper dollars. France is now de- 
manding payment in gold; america’s foreign debt exceeds her 
quantity of gold. Relying upon one of its old tactics, america 
changed the rules. Through pressure from this country, the 
International Monetary System changed from gold to what is 
CC r e f P a P er Sold. As the Chairman says, “Power comes from 
the barrel of a gun.” Freedom is not 'for sale. Freedom can 
only be bought with revolution. 

There must be a re-evaluation of politics. What is con- 
sidered politics in this country is meaningless to Black peo- 
ple. Politics, as defined by the geographical and influential 
boundaries of this country, is irrelevant to masses of people. 
The vote is used as a tool of oppression. Camus raises a very 
good point. He says, “ What better way to enslave a man 


than give him the vote and call him free.” In other words, 
what does it profit a man to be able to vote, and not be able 
to choose his candidates. Politics in this country is not bi- 
partisan ; politics is very partial — partial toward whites with 
money. The only politics that should be relevant to us is the 
politics of revolution. 

Everything must relate to the struggle as a political form. 
Culture must be political. Nationalism alone is not a political 
doctrine. Nationalism has to be a part of a political doctrine. 
Without vanguard political direction cultural movements 
bring economic and/or political liberalism, not revolution. 
We must move to define the difference between political 
nationalism and cultural nationalism. We must move from 
Black awareness to revolutionary motion. “To be Black is 
necessary but not sufficient.” Every negro is a potential 
traitor; and every Black man is only a potential revolutionary 
— with emphasis on potential. To be Black is not to be revo- 
lutionary. When you begin to stress culture without politics, 
people can become so hooked up in the beauty of themselves 
that they have no desire to fight. It becomes ego-gratifying 
just to be Black. Vanguard groups can’t afford to go around 
stressing culture without politics, the real test now is prep- 
aration for, and initiation of, struggle. Write me a novel 
about how to infiltrate the FBI and destroy it. Write me 
poems that say more than that you are Black and beautiful. 
Perform dances with guns to legitimatize guns as a weapon 
of struggle. If you examine any country that has undergone 
successful revolution, you will find that the cultural revolu- 
tion has never come before actual armed confrontation, 
never before a contest for power was waged. 

[Note: Today we see the Black world divided on the ques- 
tion of ideology. Throughout Africa the lack of common 
political motion divides people against people and insures 
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opportunism by certain leaders. Inside the united states this 
is a paramount problem where groups of Blacks are strug- 
gling in various ways for liberation. This struggle is being 
checked through the lack of a common political objective. 
The concept of Black Power, for instance, has been diluted 
and prostituted to the point where even the most conserva- 
tive negroes are now for Black Power. “Whitey” Young, 
dictator of the urban league, preaches for Black pride and 
acclaims that Black Power is attainable through Black capi- 
talism. A lot of cats said the blood is coming home, but look 
again, he’s still following his master. Floyd McKissick, former 
director of CORE, who once argued for Black Power main- 
tains that Black people need Black capitalism. The united 
states government is in the process of giving tax incentives 
to those who start Black businesses and invest in Black areas; 
and the unlimited Ford Foundation, which has been trying 
to buy up the Movement for years, and which funds every- 
thing from Black television programs to experiments in 
school decentralization, has recently declared that it will 
place some of its investment portfolio in developing Black 
capitalism. All Black folks considering revolutionary work 
must be aware of these pitfalls. We must study how revolu- 
tions are aborted, how independence movements are stifled, 
how people are cheated of the fruits of their efforts, how the 
foot soldier or the Man Man gets betrayed by the bourgeois 
nationalist — these are things that all revolutionaries must 
understand. (January, 1969)] 

At this stage of struggle the greatest danger comes from 
within. It' has become profitable, fashionable and even nec- 
essary to be Black. In that order. Militancy is second to 
Blackness. However, to be militant is not to be revolutionary. 
Upon close examination, I find the thrust of most militancy is 
toward reform, not revolution. A militant in this case is one 
who never stops talking. Militants will bust their balls, 
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campaigning to get some cracker elected. Black militants 
grow naturals to appear on t.v. as cops shooting blacks for 
this country. There is not one negro on t.v. that has a politi- 
cally meaningful role: I Spy is the logical extension of The 
Lone Ranger; my man is just Tonto. In Mission Impossible, 
the brother is a humanoid, a professional mechanic for the 
CIA. All of these shows play against Black people; they 
might help individuals but never the masses. Phey are de- 
signed to keep Blacks militantly happy. Black militants talk 
about revolution while seriously programming white people 
for money. This is the new hustle. Niggers running around 
with naturals on their heads and nothing on their minds. 
Some of the biggest and the prettiest naturals belong to the 
police. Black militant disc-jockies, militantly trying to con- 
vince white people they got “ blue-eyed soul." Militant negro 
magazines advising Blacks on which white man to vote for. 

Militancy, too, must be political. We must begin to see 
ours as the struggle of oppressed people. We are not the 
only oppressed people in this country. We are a vanguard 
force in the revolution because ice have been the most dis- 
possessed. The Mexican- American, the Puerto Rican, the 
American Indian, Japanese- American, poor whites ; all these 
groups have reason to fight. Repression will force them to 
fight. However, it is doubtful that poor whites can overcome 
racism. We hold the key to liberation around the world. The 
freedom of people around the world depends upon what we 
do. This is true, because this country is the chief oppressor 
around the world. If we view this country as an octopus, 
then we see that her tentacles stretch around the globe. Like 
in Vietnam, Africa, Latin America. . . . If these countries cut 
off a tentacle, it can be replaced. But we got his eye; we 
live in the belly of the monster. So it’s up to us to destroy its 
brain. When we do this not only will Africa be free but all 
people oppressed by the man. It is because of ameiicas 
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racism and greed that Black people and people of color 
around the world are oppressed. 

The question of violence has been cleared up. This country 
was born of violence. Violence is as american as cherry pie. 
Black people have always been violent, but our violence has 
always been directed toward each other. If nonviolence is to 
be practiced, then it should be practiced in our community 
and end there. Violence is a necessary part of revolutionary 
struggle. Nonviolence as it is advocated by negroes is merely 
a preparation for genocide. Some negroes are so sold on 
nonviolence that if they received a letter from the White 
House saying to report to concentration camps, they would 
not hesitate. They’d be there on time! If we examine what 
happened to the Jews, we find that it was not the Germans 
who first began to remove Jews. It was other Jews! We must 
be prepared to fight anyone who threatens our survival. 
Black and white. The rebellions taught Blacks the value of 
retaliatory violence. The most successful rebellion was held 
in Plainfield. It was successful in the sense that white vio- 
lence was minimized. The only death that occurred in Plain- 
field was that of a white racist cop. We know how sensitive 
america is about the killing of policemen — especially white 
policemen. But both National Guardsmen and local police 
were afraid to shoot up the Black community because the 
brothers had just stolen two crates of guns. Each one of these 
guns would shoot seven times before you load it, which 
makes it hard to hold it; eight times fore you cock it, and it 
takes a man to stop it. The very fact that white folks fear 
guns shows the value in being armed. Power, indeed, must 
come from the barrel of a gun. 

We can no longer allow threats of death to immobilize us. 
Death is no stranger to Black folks. We’ve been dying ever 
since we got here. To all the brothers and sisters who are 
here, ours may be to do and die, but for the little brothers 


and sisters, theirs should be but the reason why. This 
country has delivered an ultimatum to Black people ; america 
says to Blacks: you either fght to live or you will live to die. 
I say to america, Fuck It! Freedom or Death. 

Power to the People. 



